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Cc$  Deux  Douleur$. 

^  LONG  the  stream  bank 
I  strolled  in  still  evening 
gloom  one  night.  The 
winds  were  hushed  ;  but 
the  little  wavelets  as 
they  tried  to  crawl  out 
of  their  bed,  murmured 
quiet  like  through  the  pine  trees  a-sway- 
ing  on  the  bank*  A  chill  of  cold  Novem- 
ber cuddled  the  uncanniness  of  the  spot, 
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in  the  sifted  gleam  of  the  wraith  of  a 
moon  waning  over  the  grove*  A  loon 
far  off  in  the  mill  pond  laughed  a  mock- 
ing hollowness  and  the  echoes  hurried  bay- 
ing down  the  stream*  A  silence,  awful 
in  its  emptiness,  dogged  the  echoes  of  the 
laugh* 

The  veil  floated  from  the  face  of  the 
moon*  Coming  a-down  the  sweet-scent- 
ed path  from  the  Squire's  house*  a  figure 
wrapped  in  sables*  blindly  stumbled  along* 
As  she  closer  came,  I  could  see  that  she 
was  walking  in  a  dream*  The  moonlight 
flashed  the  jewels  in  her  ears*  Her  silks 
rustled  stiff  with  lavish  costliness*  A 
stony  stare  seemed  to  see  something, 
some  one  beyond,  not  present*  Her  proud 
face  was  deep- wrinkled  and  ghastly  from 
terrible  weeping*  Her  unsteady  feet  car- 
ried her  unconsciously  to  an  iron  settle 
beside  the  waters*  A  faint  discordant 
laugh  from  the  loon  up  the  stream  un- 
locked her  lips*  She  stood  up,  her  long 
arms  outstretched  and  her  eyes  staring 
into  the  glare  of  the  moon*  Her  tall, 
heavy  figure  swayed  to  and  fro  in  her 
emotion*  Her  lips  shaped  noiseless  words 
for  a  time*  It  seemed  an  eternity  before 
a  sound  broke  the  stillness*  The  silence 
grew  apace*  It  seemed  to  devour  every 
living  thing*  It  seemed  to  me  that  the 
current  of  the  stream  must  have  stopped 
and  waited  as  I  did*  Everything  seemed 
lost  in  sympathy  for  the  heart-aching 
woman*  A  gentle  east  wind  started  the 
giant  pines  a-swaying  with  the  body  of 
the   woman*     I  prayed   that   something 
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would  happen,  that  the  loon  would  laugh 
again.  Anything  to  break  the  phantas- 
mal tryst* 

A  pallid  cloud  slowly  shut  off  the 
gleam  of  the  moon*  The  east  wind  hur- 
ried through  the  grove  and  stirred  a  rip- 
ple on  the  stream*  A  sound  smote  the 
stillness*  The  gleam  of  bright  metal  was 
followed  by  a  plash  and  little  rings 
formed  around  the  eddy  where  the  metal 
dove  into  the  stream*  A  frail  girlish 
figure  pushed  aside  a  bough  and  stood 
out  in  the  open,  bathed  in  the  pale  light 
of  the  moon- wraith*  Her  bare  feet  and 
torn  cotton  gown  were  forgotten  when  I 
saw  the  look  upon  her  face*  There  was 
Poverty  and  Want  and  Sin  in  the  back- 
ground of  the  face;  cold  Resolve  was  bat- 
tling with  fiery-winged  Despair  in  the 
foreground,  but  her  eyes,  her  big,  haunt- 
ed eyes,  were  filled  with  the  light  of 
Victory* 

Another  step  and  she  sees,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  stream,  the  tall  figure  swaying 
in  an  agony  of  tearless  sorrow*  Her  poor 
face  increases  in  perplexity*  She  won- 
ders what  sorrow  she  has  missed  that  has 
fallen  to  the  lot  of  another*  She  remem- 
bers now  that  the  son  of  the  Squire  was 
brought  home  from  Santiago  with  a 
Mauser  bullet  through  his  heart*  This 
woman  is  the  mother  of  the  hero*  Then 
the  wound  on  her  shoulder  reminds  her 
of  her  father,  mad  drunk  at  home*  She 
hears  again  his  curses  at  her  mother,  sees 
again  the  cruel  blow  that  caused  her 
death  three  days  after*     The  death  regis- 
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ter  called  it  heart  failure*  Her  own  trou- 
bles are  forgotten  as  she  thinks  of  her 
poor  little  thing  starving  and  slowly  dy- 
ing in  the  miserable  hovel  that  they  call 
her  home*  She  marvels  that  this  woman 
should  weep  at  the  circumstance  of 
death — Death,  the  friend  she  has  prayed 
for*  Her  long,  thin  fingers  seem  to  feel 
again  the  coldness  of  the  instrument  that 
would  have  snatched  the  veil  from  the 
form  of  the  Deliverer*  The  bright  bar- 
rel lying  on  the  white  pebbles  in  the 
stream  fascinated  her*  She  knows  that 
she  has  rebuked  Death  and  she  sorrows 
and  wonders,  could  she  woo  him  to  her 
side  again*  She  felt  safer  when  he  was 
so  near*  She  wished  Death  was  as  ardent 
a  wooer  as  Sin  had  always  been*  It  was 
so  easy  to  sin — she  felt  that  it  was  easy 
to  die  too*  It  would  be  so  easy  and  such 
a  relief*  She  would  only  be  waking  from 
her  terrible  nightmare  of  life*  Death 
with  a  gentle  touch  would  take  her  out 
into  the  light,  but — her  father  was  kind 
long  ago,  and  she  loved  her  child*  Why 
must  it  live  out  the  terrible  years  before 
it  ?  How  much  sweeter  and  better  all 
would  be  if  she  and  her  babe  could  close 
their  eyes  and  be  wafted  away  to  the 
kind,  warm  Southland  as  the  birds  are 
when  the  Summer  is  dead*  Her  heart 
cried  out  to  the  mother  of  the  hero  : 

44  Weep  not,  kind  lady,  for  those  who 
are  delivered  from  the  sins  of  earth*" 

The  east  wind  had  spent  itself  through 
the  grove*  The  pines  had  ceased  their 
rhythm  and  stillness  was  again  supreme* 
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The  bitter  frost  of  November  nipped  the 
petals  of  the  flowers  and  hurried  me  on 
my  way*  I  wondered  as  I  relit  my  pipe 
how  unsatisfactory  is  life. 

—  Roy  Leon  Marston,  '99 


J\  Parody. 


OFTENTIMES  I  like  to  sit  beside  the  fire 
And  dream   about   my  college    days  of 
yore; 
While  visions  of  familiar  scenes  and  faces 
Seem  to  rise  and   float  before  my  eyes  once 
more. 
How  plainly  I  can  see  the  dear  old  campus, 

By  the  setting  sunlight  rendered  all  aglow ; 
While  the  zephyrs  softly  whisper  through  the 
pine  treest 
And  the  merry  students  wander  to  and  fro* 

Oh  the  moon  is  shining  brightly  on  the  campus. 
From  the  halls  there  comes  the  sound  of  mirth 
and  glee, 
Through  the   dormitories   cheerful  lights   are 
gleaming, 
In  my  old  college  home  so  dear  to  me. 

In  my  dreams  I  see   once   more  the   old  stone 
chapel, 
With  its  stately  towers  rising  toward  the  sky. 
And  this  brings  to  mind  a  thousand  cherished 
memories 
Of  the  rushes  and  the  games  of  days  gone  by. 
Although  the  happy  college  days  are  over, 

And  afar  across  the  ocean  I  may  stray, 
Still  the  vision  of  the  campus  crowned  with   sun- 
light, 
Will  remain  imprinted  on  my  mind  for  aye. 
-ojseph   Walker    Whitney),     '00 


n  Dreamer, 


the  dead  stillness  of  a 
hot  afternoon  in  July,  I 
was  lying  in  the  ham- 
mock on  the  porch  of  an 
old  farmhouse,  gazing; 
lazily  at  the  tops  of  the 
elm  trees  that  shaded  the 
house,  and  remembering,  with  a  sense  of 
my  own  newness,  that  they  were  planted 
when  the  house  was  built,  a  hundred 
years  ago*  I  heard  the  rattle  of  the  hay- 
rack as  it  lumbered  out  of  the  yard  and 
down  the  road*  I  had  been  out  in  the 
hayfield  myself  that  morning  and  had 
come  back  to  an  old  fashioned  country 
dinner,  thinking  that  it  would  be  pleas- 
ant to  pass  the  afternoon  in  the  ham- 
mock, dozing  and  reading  by  turns,  but 
now  that  the  hayrack  was  gone  I  more 
than  half  wished  I  had  gone  with  it* 
The  exercise  of  the  forenoon  made  me 
feel  too  much  alive  and  too  wide  awake 
to  lie  there* 

I  got  up  nervously  and  looked  up  and 
down  the  road*  There  was  nothing  in 
sight  ;  but  the  mass  of  foliage  and  the 
trees  whose  branches  seemed  to  spring 
out  of  the  ground  just  across  the  road, 
suddenly  reminded  me  of  the  steep  bank 
on  which  they  grew  and  the  river  below* 
I  turned,  with  the  quick,  spirited   step  of 
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a  man  who  has  suddenly  made  up  his 
mind  and  ran  up  to  my  room,  a  large, 
low  room  in  which  loomed  up  a  big  four- 
posted  bed,  and  going  to  a  rather  dilapi- 
dated satchel  took  out  a  well  worn  vol- 
ume, one  of  the  few  old  favorites  that  I 
had  brought  with  me,  and  turned  my 
steps  towards  the  barn*  There,  cram- 
ming the  oarlocks  into  my  pocket,  I 
shouldered  a  pair  of  oars  and  started  for 
the  river  bank*  After  a  good  deal  of 
slipping  and  plunging,  I  reached  the  boat, 
unfastened  it  and  shoved  off*  Sitting 
down,  I  leisurely  shipped  my  oars  and 
pulled  in  near  the  shore  to  keep  in  the 
shade ;  then  let  the  boat  drift  with  the 
current,  using  my  oars  merely  enough  to 
keep  from  running  ashore* 

Thus  I  drifted  along  for  a  mile  or  two 
and  then  started  diagonally  across  the 
stream,  for  there  was  a  little  rapid  just 
ahead  of  me  and  the  passage,  though 
wide  and  easy,  was  on  the  further  side* 
The  current  was  now  running  more 
swiftly  and  the  water  was  soon  bubbling 
merrily  against  the  rocks  on  either  side, 
while  the  tiny  whitecaps  were  glistening 
in  the  sun*  Just  below  the  rapids  are 
two  islands*  I  kept  in  the  main  channel 
and  left  both  on  my  left*  As  I  drifted 
below  them,  I  turned  my  little  craft  and 
rowed  to  the  lower  end  of  the  channel, 
between  the  islands,  and  fastened  the  chain 
of  my  boat  to  a  little  sapling  on  the 
bank* 

Here  in  the  shade  of  the  overhanging 
trees,  I  took  up  my  book  and  idly  turned 
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over  the  pages  and  read  a  well  known 
passage  here  and  there*  If  there  is  any- 
one who  has  never  read  this  old  favorite 
of  mine,  I  either  envy  him  or  feel  sorry 
for  him,  according  to  whether  he  is  going 
to  read  it  or  not*  By  and  by  my  eyes 
wandered  to  the  scene  before  me,  where 
I  saw  the  waters  of  the  three  branches  of 
the  river  reuniting  and  then*  after  pass- 
ing under  the  cable  of  an  old  ferry,  flow- 
ing merrily  among  large  rocks  to  plunge 
over  a  little  fall  just  beyond*  I  could  see 
the  foam  and  hear  a  dull  murmur  which 
once  in  a  while  grew  louder*  as  faint 
breezes  brought  it  to  me*  On  either  side 
the  bank  was  a  rather  steep  and  wooded 
hillside  rising  to  a  moderate  height*  The 
cable  and  the  old  flat  ferry  boat  were  the 
only  signs  of  inhabitants*  Otherwise 
the  scene  was  the  same  as  if  I  were  some 
redskin*  looking  at  it  from  my  canoe* 
waiting  in  ambush  for  some  unwary 
enemy  to  come  floating  down  the  stream* 
I  sat  for  a  long  time  watching  the  foam* 
for  this  always  has  a  peculiar  attraction 
for  me,  as  a  thing  seeming  both  alive 
and  dead,  ever  moving  and  changing  but 
always  the  same* 

All  at  once,  as  I  happened  to  look  up, 
I  saw  that  the  light  white  clouds  that 
had  dotted  the  sky  when  I  started  were 
hurrying  eastward  and  behind  them, 
their  fierce  pursuer,  a  big  black  cloud 
extremely  suggestive  of  a  thunder  storm, 
was  appearing  over  the  western  hilltops* 
Soon  I  could  see  that  it  was  raining  in 
the  distance*     The  brilliant  scene   as  the 
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sun  shone  in  full  splendor  on  the  falling 
water  so  filled  my  mind  that  I  forgot  I 
had  any  personal  interest  in  the  storm, 
until  the  big  drops  began  to  fall  thick  and 
fast  about  me*  I  hastily  unfastened  my 
boat  and  rowed  up  between  the  islands* 
I  was  now  in  a  winding  channel  just 
about  wide  enough  to  row  without  touch- 
ing either  oar  to  the  banks  and  lined  on 
both  sides  with  trees  whose  branches 
interlocked  and  formed  a  thick  roof  far 
overhead*  Here  I  again  moored  and 
waited  for  the  storm  to  cease*  listening  to 
the  noisy  patter  of  the  raindrops  on  the 
leaves  above  and  the  deep  growl  of  the 
thunder*  which  I  imagined  angry  that  I 
had  so  easily  escapeo  the  ducking  de- 
served for  dreaming  away  all  this  summer 
afternoon* 

There  were  evidently  others  who 
thought  I  ought  not  to  be  there*  For 
the  squirrels  met  in  solemn  legislative 
assembly  and*  with  much  chattering* 
declared  war  against  me  as  a  rapacious 
invader  and  began  hostilities  by  dropping 
on  my  head  whatever  they  could  lay 
hands  on*  A  muskrat  from  his  hole  on 
the  bank  kept  peeping  out  and  popping 
back  as  if  to  say*  "Isn't  that  horrid  fel- 
low gone  yet  ? n  Finally  I  tried  a  shot 
at  him  with  some  of  the  ammunition  of 
my  friends  the  squirrels*  but  made  a 
terrific  miss*  On  this  the  muskrat  evi- 
dently made  up  his  mind  that  such  a 
poor  marksman  was  not  to  be  feared  and 
boldly  came  out  of  his  hole  and  went  his 
way* 
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When  the  storm  ceased,  I  passed  up 
between  the  islands  into  the  little  rapid 
above*  The  hard  work  of  meeting  the 
current  here  so  warmed  me  up  that  I 
went  home  at  racing  speed  and  landed 
tired  and  hungry,  but  feeling  well  paid 
for  my  afternoon,  especially  as  I  watched 
the  sky  dotted  with  gray  and  white 
clouds,  which  glittered  like  purple  and 
silver  in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun* 

—  Everett  Birney  Stackpole,  '00 


1 


Cbe  Pines  at  nigbt 

N  the  shadow,  I  was  standing, 
Of  our  grand  old  pines  at  night, 
When  the  stars  were  twinkling  shyly, 
"When  the  moon  was  clear  and  bright. 

There  I  heard  the  breezes  sighing 
'Mid  the  branches  dark  and  grim, 

When  the  pine-spills  sang  together, 
Soft  and  low,  their  evening  hymn* 

And  I  tried  to  catch  the  meaning 
Of  that  matchless  evening  lay ; 

But  an  unseen  river  gliding, 
Ever  bore  the  notes  away. 

Then  there  came  a  perfect  stillness ; 

Seldom  was  a  calm  so  deep, 
For  the  breezes  were  all  resting, 

And  the  pine-trees  were  asleep* 

— <B,  9i.  C,  '00 


H  Campus  6bo$t 

N  November  J,  of  the 
year  in  which  I  write, 
the  midnight  train  rolled 
into  the  depot  at  Bruns- 
wick, Me*,  and  a  passen- 
ger was  seen  to  alight 
and  start  on  a  brisk  walk 
for  the  college  campus*  You  will  excuse 
me  from  giving  a  description  of  this  stu- 
dent, for  such  he  was,  because  he  is 
rather  sensitive  about  the  events  of  that 
night*  But  believe  me  that  a  person  did 
get  off  that  train  and  set  out  for  the 
college  campus*  Then  let  us  follow  him* 
All  was  quiet  in  the  old  town  save  the 
puff  of  the  distant  engine*  The  moon 
was  shining  in  a  cloudless  sky  and  the 
trees,  standing  like  sentinels  in  the  night, 
now  and  then  cast  a  shadow  across  the 
student's  path*  The  old  church  on  the 
hill  loomed  up  to  twice  its  real  size,  and 
gloomy  shadows  settled  about  its  base,  as 
our  fellow  student  crossed  the  road  and 
stepped  upon  the  eastern  walk*  Already 
he  began  to  feel  the  welcome  which  the 
campus,  adorned  with  beautiful  build- 
ings, the  abode  of  genial  fellows,  gives  to 
every  Bowdoin  man*  On  he  walked  in 
a  dreamy  mood,  into  the  darkness  of  the 
church :  but  his  dream  was  quickly  dis- 
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pelled.  A  dark  form  passed  before  his 
eyes*  It  lingered  but  an  instant  and  was 
gone*  Pausing  to  recover  himself ,  our 
friend  looked  about  him  only  to  find  that 
he  was  alone*  With  a  feeling  which  you 
all  know  better  than  I  can  express*  he 
hurried  on  towards  the  campus  gate, 
which  stood  out  clear  in  the  moonlight* 
Here  he  stopped  again  and  placing  his 
hand  upon  the  post  looked  about*  Once 
more  that  mysterious  form  passed ;  this 
time  by  the  house  opposite  the  church  — 
the  brick  house,  you  know*  As  the  stu- 
dent stood  there  motionless*  like  one  of 
the  trees  which  shade  the  campus  walks, 
the  form  changed  its  course  and  moved 
towards  him.  Its  outline  —  for  it  was 
merely  the  ghost  of  a  form  —  was  not 
unlike  that  of  a  cat.  Long  of  body*  it 
had  four  legs*  a  head  and  tail*  Slowly 
it  came  and  halted  directly  in  front  of 
the  frightened  fellow*  He  attempted  to 
move  but  his  feet  seemed  suddenly  glued 
to  mother  earth*  and  a  dull  hollow 
voice  sounded  in  his  ear : 

"Are  you  a  student  of  Bowdoin  Col- 
lege?" 

In  accents  scarcely  audible  from  fear* 
the  answer  came.  u  I  am." 

44  Listen  to  me,"  said  the  ghost.  u  for  I 
have  not  long  to  stay.  I  am  one  of  a 
much  abused  race.  Born  in  a  gentle 
family,  living  as  a  peaceful  youth.  I  was 
foully  murdered." 

"Oh,  horrible!" 

44 1  am  now  doomed  to  walk  the  night 
before  that  house  and  to  utter  curses  upon 
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its  head*  One  dwells  within  those  walls 
who,  under  cover  of  science  steals  away 
our  lives*  To  you,  student,  this  cruel 
work  he  gives  and  you  revel  in  our 
murder*" 

"Not  I!  Not  I!" 

44  Each  year  at  stated  periods  you  sally 
forth  to  stain  your  hands  with  our  blood* 
No  house  escapes  your  flaming  eyes  —  no 
barn  gives  us  a  hiding-place*  We  walk 
not  forth  in  broad  daylight,  sure  that  we 
may  ever  return*  Indeed  to  cross  the 
threshold  of  our  very  homes  is  almost 
certain  death*" 

"  Poor  creature !  I  know  you  not  nor 
do  I  understand  your  empty  talk*" 

"  Once  I  walked  the  earth  in  flesh  and 
blood*  I  was  a  cat*  Sleeping  beneath 
the  window  of  my  dwelling,  I  was  seized 
and  borne  by  cruel  hands  to  an  unknown 
room*  There  I  died  and  the  world  knows 
not  my  end*" 

"Poor  cat!" 

"Listen!  for  streaks  of  light  in  the 
heavens  tell  me  that  I  must  go*  He  who 
dwells  in  that  house  has  the  power  to 
free  my  people*  Go  to  him  and  say  that 
you  met  me  here*  When  the  period  of 
death  comes  once  more,  tell  him  to  mur- 
der dogs*  Many  there  are,  fit  for  the 
work ;  small  dogs  that  walk  the  streets 
but  to  snarl  at  people  who  pass*  Prom- 
ise me  you  will  do  it*" 

"I  do  — honest  Injun!" 

"  I  go  then  no  more  to  appear  to  mor- 
tals* But  if  he  does  not  free  our  race 
there    will   be  an    eternal   procession   of 
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feline  spirits   around   his   house   and  the 
science  building/' 

The  moon  now  passed  behind  a  dark 
cloud  and  when  it  appeared  again  the 
student  was  standing  alone*  Slowly  col- 
lecting his  thoughts,  he  went  to  his  room* 
Whether  he  will  ever  keep  his  promise 
and  suggest  the  use  of  these  small  dogs 
to  the  professor.  I  cannot  say* 

—  FredN.  Ward,    '00 


Brakeman  no.  25. 


is 


g=^S  HAVE  been  in  the  em- 
4l  i^itm  ploy  of  Smithwick  & 
Jones,  wholesale  haber- 
dashers, as  traveling;  sales- 
man for  some  six  years 
now*  During  that  time, 
I  have  been  to  many 
places  and  seen  many  thing's*  I  am 
going-  to  tell  you  one  of  the  saddest  and 
most  touching;  sights,  and  the  tale  con- 
nected with  it,  that  I  have  ever  seen  or 
heard*     It  happened  this  way  : 

AtvMtt  three  years  ago  I  was  riding: 
Irom  Nottingham  Junction  to  Waverly, 
Me*,  on  the  fast  express*  Some  ten  miles 
this  side  of  Waverly  we  slowed  down  to 
cross  another  road,  the  Central,  I  think, 
by  a  grade  crossing*  There  is  a  little 
station  this  side  of  the  crossing,  at  which 
we  did  not  stop,  and  beyond  the  crossing 
the  road  bridges  the  river  Sebash*  As 
we  went  past  the  station  rather  slowly, 
our  brakeman  (a  bright  young  fellow  of 
nineteen,  a  favorite  of  all  us  traveling 
men)  took  a  green  flag  and  stepping  to 
the  door  waved  it  out  over  the  rear  car 
platform,  but  thrusting  out  his  arm  only 
to  do  this*  I  was  somewhat  puzzled  at 
his  action,  but  glancing  out  of  the  win- 
dow saw  a  little  chap,  about  eight  I 
should  say,  standing  on  the  platform  and 
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waving  in  reply  a  similar  flag,  only- 
much  smaller*  There  was  a  tall  veiled 
woman  with  him,  who  seemed  his 
mother*  I  smiled  at  the  incident  and 
thought  no  more  of  it  at  the  time* 

A  day  or  so  later  I  was  returning  the 
same  way*  earlier  in  the  day*  but  with 
the  same  conductor  and  brakeman*  As 
we  passed  the  crossing  and  station*  I  saw 
the  same  performance  gone  through  with* 
Somewhat  curious*  I  awaited  my  chance 
and  when  the  brakeman  came  down  my 
way*  I  stopped  him  and  said. 

44  Well.  Scott,  who's  that  you  wave  to  ? 
mother  or  sister  ?  " 

44  Mother  or  sister ! "  he  repeated  in 
surprise.  u  Why.  that's  the  4  Brakeman's 
Lady/  " 

44  And  who  is  that  ?  n  I  said,  surprised 
in  turn. 

44  Why/'  said  he,  "  I  thought  everyone 
knew  her.     She's  Will   Baker's  widow." 

44  But  why  do  you  wave  to  her  ?  And 
what  do  you  call  her  the  'Brakeman's 
Lady'  for?"  I  asked  again,  still  more 
puzzled. 

44  Come,  don't  you  know  ?  Well,  wait 
till  we  pass  Yonkers  and  I'll  tell  you," 
he  replied. 

After  the  train  had  left  Yonkers  he 
came  down  to  me  and  said : 

"Well  you  see  it's  this  way.  Will 
Baker  was  brakeman  on  this  express  the 
year  before  I  took  it.  That  was  two 
years  ago.  He  was  a  bright  young  fel- 
ler, was  Will,  about  twenty-six  years 
old.    That  was  his  wife  and  child  you 
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saw  there  at  the  crossing,  and  if  there 
ever  was  an  angel,  that  woman's  one* 
Why,  she's  just  worshiped  by  us  road- 
hands,  and  Will  weren't  the  last  of  her 
admirers,  neither*  Why,  he'd  have  just 
kissed  the  dust  off  her  shoes  if  she'd  have 
let  him,  and  so  would  the  rest  of  us,  she 
was  that  good*  Why,  sir,  she  is  the  first 
one  on  hand  when  there's  trouble  of  any 
sort,  and  the  best  nurse  and  sympathizer 
in  the  world*  And  all  so  simple  'bout  it, 
too*  She's  the  best  example  of  a  human 
angel  I  ever  heard  of* 

And  she  lpves  Will  like  mad*  I  say 
loves  because  she  don't  know  that  he's 
gone*  It's  an  awful  sad  story*  She 
thinks  he's  still  here,  you  know*  That's 
why  I  wave  the  flag ;  he  used  to  do  it, 
and  she  and  her  kid  reply*  Regular 
custom  this  time  of  year  when  he  was 
alive*  Now  she  does  it  every  day,  day 
in  and  day  out,  kind  of  crazy  like,  you 
know* 

44  Well,  I  suppose  you  want  to  know 
what  became  of  Will,  so  I'll  tell  you* 
Will,  as  I  said,  ran  brakeman  on  this 
train*  He  was  No*  25*  Ain't  no  one  of 
that  number  now ;  Company  won't  give 
it  out,  'cause  they  say  there  ain't  no  one 
as  is  worthy  to  wear  it*  Guess  that's 
right,  too* 

"Well,  Will  was  a  cool  hand  and  a 
good  one,  and  as  loving  a  husband  as 
ever  lived*  As  I  said,  he  had  his  flag, 
waving  signals  every  time  she  was  here, 
and  it  was  a  sort  of  signal  that  all  was 
well.    One  day  the  express  was  late*    It 
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was  in  the  fall  and  the  crowds  on  the 
train  were  big:*  Will's  express  was  late* 
It  was  delayed  by  another  up  at  the 
Junction*  and  an  hour  late  at  the  crossing* 

"  Well*  they  started  across  on  the  jump* 
but  the  last  car  left  the  track,  broke  coup- 
ling* and  got  jammed  sidewise,  rolled 
over*  and  down  the  embankment  nearly 
into  the  river*  Will  was  on  the  platform 
of  the  car  next  to  the  last*  He  stopped 
the  train*  and  with  the  others  ran  to  the 
help  of  the  penned-up  passengers*  His 
wife*  whom  he  had  signaled  at  the  sta- 
tion as  they  passed*  was  soon  there  too* 
and  helped  the  people  by  binding  up 
wounds  and  staunching  blood  and  caring 
for  all  she  could*  like  the  brave  little 
woman  she  was*  She  left  her  kid  at  the 
station  with  commands  not  to  stir*  and 
he  stayed  there  frightened  half  to  death* 
He  was  only  four  then* 

''Well*  Will  and  the  rest  worked  hard 
and  got  about  half  the  people  out*  dead 
or  alive*  as  the  case  was*  When  about 
half  the  folks  were  got  out*  the  bank 
under  the  car  gave  way  and  the  car 
went  into  the  river*  in  shallow  water* 
In  jumped  Will  without  a  moment's  hes- 
itation, and  in  less  than  no  time  had  out 
six  more  people  from  the  half  flooded 
car*  He  went  in  again  and  again  and 
each  time  he  got  out  more*  He  weren't 
alone*  Others  helped*  too*  At  last  they 
thought  they  had  'em  all  out*  and  they 
was  coming  up  when  a  woman  cried  out. 
'My  boy's  in  there  still,  oh.  my  boyf 
my  boy ! ' 
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44  Down  jumped  Will  again  and  after 
him  six  more*  They  all  got  inside,  when 
lurch,  over  went  the  car  and  slid  into 
deep  water*  They  were  all  fished  out 
later*  Two  came  to  life,  the  rest  were 
drowned*     Will  was  among  the  drowned* 

"  Will's  wife,  she  saw  the  car  go  and 
then  fainted*  When  she  came  to,  she 
got  sick  and  had  brain  fever*  She  came 
out  all  right,  but  she  had  forgotten  all 
about  the  accident,  and  thought,  and 
still  thinks,  Will  is  alive*  So  she  comes 
every  day  with  the  child  and  waits  for 
the  train  to  pass  and  I  wave  just  as  Will 
did,  only  I  don't  let  her  see  my  face* 
Might  just  as  well  wave,  you  know*  It 
kind  of  cheers  her  up*  The  doctor  says 
she'll  remember  sometime*  Hope  I  shan't 
be  here  then*  I'd  hate  awful  to  see  her 
when  she  remembers  all  about  it*" 

"  But  doesn't  the  child  know  about  it  ?  " 
I  asked,  blowing  my  nose,  for  I  felt  kind 
of  tearish* 

44  Yes,  but  he's  game,"  Scott  replied* 
"Just  like  his  dad  for  the  world;  game 
to  the  last  and  bright  as  a  dollar*" 

"And  what  does  she  live  on  ?  "  I  asked 
again,  wondering  if  she  missed  Will's 
support* 

■  Oh,  the  boys  and  the  Company  see 
that  she  don't  want,"  he  replied,  "and 
besides,  we  run  a  benefit  subscription  for 
her  every  year,  under  the  name  of  the 
4  Brakeman's  Lady*'  Want  to  subscribe  ? 
Thanks*  It's  in  a  good  cause,  you  know* 
Well,  here  is  the  Junction*  Good  luck ! " 
And  he  left  me  with  an  unconscious  sigh* 
—  Fred'k  Crosby  Lee,  '00 


{y  'GOOSE  -TRJ 

Being  extracts  from  t Jic  Proceedings  of  the 
Gander  €lub. 

"Philosophy  would  clip  an  angel's 
wings  !"  cried  Diogenes,  flinging  down  a 
volume  of  Keat's  ;  "I  think " 

44  Yes/'  interrupted  Aristophanes,  "and 
Pol  Econ  would  burst  his  brain/' 

44  His  brain ! n  echoed  several  Ganders ; 
"did  you  ever  see  or  hear  of  an  angel 
who  wasn't  a  woman  ?  n 

"Or  a  woman  who  wasn't  an  angel?" 
amended  the  Sphinx* 

44  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  cried  the  Chan- 
cellor, nervously  unrolling  a  manuscript — 
the  first  he'd  ever  brought  to  the  club ; 
44  let  me  read  you  this  before  you  insist 
upon  that  last*  4  It  was  a  real  Novem- 
ber day' " 

"Hold  on!"  expostulated  L' Allegro  ; 
"  is  that  original  ?  " 

"  Well — ah — I  got  the  idea  from  some- 
thing I  read  in  the  library,  but " 

"  Oh,  of  course ! "  moaned  the  Baron* 

"It's  a  story  you  stole*  But  never 
mind;  go  on*" 
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u  It  was  a  real  November  day,"  roared 
the  Chancellor,  smoothing  out  his  paper* 
"The  wind  sighed  through  the  tree-tops 
and  sent  the  crisp  brown  leaves  rattling 
down  among  the  bare  branches*  In  the 
streets,  arc  lights  swayed  wildly  and  flick- 
ered themselves  almost  out  at  each  fresh 
gust*  The  air  was  full  of  leaves  caught 
up  by  the  swooping  wind  and  sent  scat- 
tering like  a  flock  of  sparrows*  Home- 
going  pedestrians,  smiling  over  visions  of 
the  welcome  awaiting  them,  suddenly 
lost  these  visions  in  the  wild  pursuit  of  a 
hat  or  cap  as  elusive  as  their  boys'  foot- 
balls* It  was  raining,  too,  and  ladies 
rounding  corners  in  the  face  of  the  wind, 
had  a  hard  tug  to  keep  their  umbrellas 
right  side  out*  Altogether  it  was  very 
disagreeable,  to  say  the  least ;  and  any- 
one within  doors  ought  to  have  been  con- 
tent* 

44  Yet  there  was  one  little  woman  who 
was  not ;  and  who  shall  blame  her  ?  For 
her  honeymoon  was  barely  over,  and 
already  Algernon  was  beginning  to  break 
his  promise;  he'd  said  he'd  hurry  home 
—  and  hadn't !  She  was  sitting  in  her 
cosy  little  parlor  waiting  and  watching 
for  him,  and  growing  every  moment 
more  impatient*  The  music  scattered 
over  her  piano  and  the  novel  face  down 
on  the  window-seat  beside  her  betrayed 
how  vain  had  been  the  struggle  to  enter- 
tain herself  through  those  hours  of  ex- 
pectancy* Now  it  was  nearly  tea  time, 
and  the  sighs  which  had  hitherto  been 
crowded  back,  at  last  asserted  themselves 
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in  such  overwhelming  numbers  that  their 
escape  could  be  prevented  no  longer*  Her 
loneliness  increased  with  the  growing 
darkness,  and  the  poor  little  woman  was 
about  to  turn  from  the  window  and  throw 
herself  upon  the  couch  for  '  a  good  cry/ 
when  a  cab  scurried  up  the  street  and 
stopped  at  the  house*  She  strained  her 
eyes  for  an  instant  into  the  gloom,  and 
then  rushed  to  open  the  door  for  her  hus- 
band* 

44  4  At  last ! f  she  screamed  joyously* 
The  young  man  strove  to  embrace  her 
with  his  free  arm ;  but  she  escaped  him 
nimbly  and  snatched  from  his  other  hand 
a  big  oblong  box*  4  At  last !  at  last ! f 
she  cried,  and  tore  at  the  covering  of  the 
package*  Inside  was  her  new  gown  for 
the  evening's  reception  —  and  the  little 
wretch  knew  it*" 

His  story  ended,  the  Chancellor  waited 
expectantly  for  the  customary  applause* 
Instead,  there  reached  his  ears  only  the 
rather  startling  sound  produced  by  the 
heavy  breathing  of  a  number  of  persons; 
in  other  words,  the  rest  of  the  Gander 
Club  were  asleep  and  —  snoring!  A 
wicked  gleam  flashed  from  the  Chancel- 
lor's eye*  Softly  he  tiptoed  around  the 
table  ;  six  cigars  he  stuffed  into  his  pock- 
et, and  one,  after  lighting  it,  into  his 
mouth*  Then  he  turned  out  the  lights 
and  groped  his  way  to  the  door ;  paus- 
ing here  dramatically,  he  cleared  his 
throat  and  muttered : 

"  When  permitted  six  geese  to  forego, 
What  pleasure  I  felt  in  my  heart ! 


THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL 


265 


And  I  thought  —  nay !  was  sure  it  was  so, 
That  none  of  them  saw  me  depart. 

They  slept  as  I  slowly  withdrew. 
My  path  I  could  hardly  discern ; 

So  hoarsely  they  snored  me  adieu 
I  rejoiced  I  had  not  to  return  I  " 

Sir  Gavel  stirred ;  he  had  only  been 
44  playing  possum  n  after  all*  u  Apologies 
to  William  Shenstone !  "  he  cried,  as  the 
door  slammed  behind  the  Chancellor,  and 
added,  sotto  voce,  u  To  say  nothing  of 
the  rest  of  humanity ! ff 


It's  always  harder  to  be  a  gracef ul  loser 
than  a  graceful  winner*  Fact  is,  what- 
ever the  victor  does  seems  appropriate  and 
proper  to  the  multitude*  Success  seems  to  be 
able  to  throw  a  veil  over  the  sins  and  bad 
qualities  of  an  institution.  Failure  cer- 
tainly blinds  the  multitude  to  the  virtues 
of  a  college*  Bowdoin  has  encountered 
the  accident  of  failure  in  an  instance  this 
falL  The  humiliation  of  defeat  at  the 
hands  of  an  institution  inferior  in  almost 
every  way,  is  a  nasty  thing  to  endure 
gracefully*  It  certainly  is  greatly  to  the 
credit  of  Bowdoin  that  she  came  out  of 
the  fray  smiling,  accepted  the  failure  like 
a  sportsman  and  went  into  the  game  the 
next  day  with  courage  and  confidence* 
It  surely  is  not  a  bad  philosophy  for  all 
life* 

The  faculty  has  shown  excellent  judg- 
ment in  deciding  that  it  shall  no  longer 
be  allowable  for  a  senior  to  offer  a  '68 
oration  for  the  commencement  stage*     In 
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years  past  the  commencement  exercises 
in  the  church  have  been  simply  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  exercises  for  the  Class  of  '68 
prize*  A  good  article  might  win  the 
prize,  and  also  put  its  author  on  the 
stage  in  June*  A  few  years  ago  a  man 
won  all  the  senior  English  prizes  with 
one  composition.  The  faculty  has  wisely 
made  it  impossible  for  the  same  thing  to 
be  used  in  more  than  one  competition* 

There  is  a  grave  need  of  a  series  of 
public  lectures  this  winter  here  at  Bow- 
doin*  Last  winter  the  number  of  lectures 
was  disgracefully  small*  The  fact  that 
Bowdoin  is  not  situated  in  or  near  a  large 
city  where  opportunities  for  hearing  emi- 
nent and  able  speakers  are  offered*  makes 
last  winter's  conditions  particularly  un- 
satisfactory* 

The  importance  and  advantages  of 
lectures  of  literary  or  social  interest  are 
too  evident  to  deserve  any  discussion  here* 
but  it  is  generally  urged  that  owing  to 
Brunswick's  location  it  is  difficult  to 
secure  speakers  of  eminence*  If  some  of 
our  professors  can  go  to  neighboring 
cities  in  order  to  deliver  a  series  of  lec- 
tures before  clubs  of  the  Sorosis  and 
Woman's  Federation*  etc**  we  see  no 
reason  why  the  college  cannot  have  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  these  lectures  in  Me- 
morial Hall*  Bowdoin's  alumni  can 
certainly  furnish  from  its  members  emi- 
nent men  who  would  be  pleased  of  the 
opportunity  to  come  back  to  the  Alma 
Mater  and  address  her   undergraduates* 
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The  undergraduate  body  has  long  felt 
the  need  of  such  a  course  of  lectures  and 
would  welcome  any  movement  toward 
its  establishment*  Perhaps  we  do  not 
anticipate  the  difficulties  that  lie  in  the 
path  of  such  a  scheme,  but  we  do  appre- 
ciate the  disappointment  and  dissatisfac- 
tion of  the  college,  that  the  u  powers  that 
be  "  do  not  take  steps  in  this  important 
direction* 

—3?,  L.  M.,  '99 


|)£  ffarf man 

AUTUMN- 

Thou  burden  of  all  songs  the  earth  has  sung, 
Thou  retrospect  in  Time's  reverted  eyes. 
Thou  metaphor  of  everything  that  dies, 

That  dies  ill-starred,  or  dies  beloved  and  young 
And  therefore  blest  and  wise, — 

O,  be  less  beautiful  or  be  less  brief, 
Thou  tragic  splendor,  strange  and  full  of  fear  I 
In  vain  her  pageant  shall  the  summer  rear  ? 

At  thy  mute  signal,  leaf  by  golden  leaf, 
Crumbles  the  gorgeous  year- 

— The  Wake  Forest  Student 

The  prominent  part  that  college  men 
played  in  the  Spanish- American  war  will 
certainly  have  a  strong;  influence  on  col- 
lege literature-  Even  at  this  early  date  a 
few  of  our  exchanges  have  contained 
things  with  war  atmosphere-  The  halo 
of  romance  that  hangs  over  everything 
Spanish  will  certainly  be  an  impetus  and 
theme  for  a  very  interesting  school  of 
college  writers- 

A  sober  and  dignified  sonnet  in  the 
Williams  Literary  cMonthly  on  the  ill-fated 
but  gallant  admiral  of  the  Spanish  fleet 
possesses  a  quality  not  common  to  college 
verse- 
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CERVERA  AT  ANNAPOLIS. 

They  crowded  round  to  see  him,  great  and  small, 
The  conquered  admiral  of  a  conquered  fleet. 
Shorn  of  nis  glories,  thrown  from  his  high  seat, 
Great  by  the  greatness  of  his  fall. 
Hope,  fortune,  honor  lost  beyond  recall. 
Gray-haired  and  bitter-hearted ;  doomed  to  meet 
His  country's  censure,  sharper  than  defeat, 
His  f oeman's  pity  —  that  was  worst  of  all. 
He  heard  them  faintly,  as  one  hears,  amuse, 
Amid  his  vision  voices  far  away 
That  call  him  from  sad  dreams  to  sadder  day  ; 
For  he  was  where  he  would  be,  could  he  choose, 
At  peace  beneath  the  waters  of  the  bay 
Where  all  his  ships  lay  silent  with  their  crews. 

—  Williams  Literary  Monthly 

trf5*       <£*       t^* 

Regarding  Roosevelt's  Rough  Riders, 
a  ballad  in  the  Ne<zu  York  Herald  by  a 
Princeton  student  has  created  a  consider- 
able and  deserved  sensation  in  literary- 
circles*  The  ballad  is  in  the  u  lingo  "  of 
Round-up  Rube  of  Rattlesnake  Gulch, 
and  might  have  been  written  by  Bret 
Harte  himself*  Space  forbids  us  quoting 
more  than  a  few  lines  of  this  delightful 
dialect  ballad : 

There  was  a  lovely  regiment  whose  men  were 

strong  and  stout, 
Fer  some  they  had  diplomas  and  fer  some  wus 

warrants  out ; 
And  Wood  he  wus  their  colonel  bold,  an'  Teddy 

was  his  mate, 
And  they  called  'em  "Teddy's  Lambkins,"  fer  their 

gentleness  was  great. 

Now  a  good  ole  man  named  Shaf ter  says  to  Teddy 

and  to  Wood : 
44  There's  a  joint  called  Santiago  where  we  ain't 

well  understood — 
So,  take  yer  lambkin  regiment,  and  if  you  are  polite 
I  think  yer  gentle  little  ways'll  set  the  matter  right." 
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Now  Teddy's  happy  Sunday-school  wus  movin' 

on  its  way, 
A-seekin'  in  its  peaceful  style  some  Dagos  fer  to 

slay; 
And   the   gents  from  Santiago,   with   aversion  in 

their  heart, 
Wus  hidin'  at  the   crossroads  fer  to  blow  'em  all 

apart* 

4£r*  %&*  1&* 

They  fought  them  bloody  Spaniards  at  their  own 

familiar  game, 
And  the  gents  from  Santiago  didn't  like  it  quite  the 

same — 
Fer  you  plug  yer  next  door  neighbor  with  a  rifle 

ball  or  two 
An'  he  don't  feel  so  robustous  as  when  he's  a-plug- 

ging  you. 

So  when  the  shells  wus  hoppin',  while  the  breech 

locks  clicked  and  smoked, 
An'  the  powder  wouldn't  blow  away  until  a  feller 

choked, 
That  regiment  of  Yankee  pigs  wus  gunnin'  through 

the  bush, 
An'  raisin'  merry  hell  with  that  there    Santiago 

push* 

<^*       t2^*       ilr* 

Thafs  the  tale  of  Teddy's  Terrors  and  the  valiant 

deed  they  done, 
But  all  tales,  they  should  have  morals,  so  o'  course 

this  tale  has  one, 
So  paste  this  idea  in  yer  cage,  wotever  else  yer  do, 
Fer  perhaps  you'll  thank  me  fer  it   yet,  before  yer 

game  is  through  : — 
The  soldier  boy  that  wears  the  blue  is  gentlelike 

and  meek, 
But  I  doubt  he'll  mind  the  Bible  if  you  soak  him  on 

the  cheek  ; 
An'  should  you  get  him  riled  a  bit,  you  want  to 

have  a  care, 
Fer  if  he  ever  starts  to  fight  hell  finish — Gawd 

knows  where  I 
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Editor  Remsen  gives  us  an  impassioned 
little  song  entitled 

MY  HEART. 

Take  it  of  trample  it,  sweet,  my  sweet, 
Take  it  or  trample  it,  still  'tis  yours, 

Take  it  and  make  it  coronal,  meet 
For  your  broad,  bright  brow,  while  my  life  en- 
dures* 

Love  is  not  mocked,  though  my  gift  you  spurn, 
Love's  sum  is  more  for  my  love  I  know. 

Add  to  it,  add  to  it,  dear,  and  turn 

To  life's  red  rose,  from  its  rose  of  snow* 

—  Trinity  Tablet 
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Cbe  Bowdoin  Port-Tolio 

r'N  the  Initial  number  of 
the  Quill  I  gave  a  brief 
account  of  the  first 
literary  periodical  pub- 
lished by  Bowdoin  stu- 
dents, The  Escritoir,  of 
which  only  six  numbers 
were  issued,  in  as  many  months,  the  first 
dated  October  30,  1826*  The  magazine 
was  not  sufficiently  appreciated  by  mor- 
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tals,  as  the  editors  complained  in  their 
valedictory,  and  its  early  demise  is  our 
only  accessible  evidence  that  it  was  loved 
of  the  gods* 

Three  college  generations  came  and 
went  before  a  successor  appeared,  under 
the  modest  name  of  the  Bo^wdoin  Port- 
Folio.  Its  advent  was  described,  with 
gentle  editorial  fancy,  as  "the  entrance 
of  a  comely  youth,  of  an  ideal  nature, 
that  is,  made  up  of  the  immaterial  mind, 
but  who  had  embodied  himself  in  a  visi- 
ble form/'  The  youthful  figure,  thus 
flatteringly  introduced,  sought  still  fur- 
ther to  ingratiate  himself  in  public  favor 
by  a  recital  of  his  benevolent  aims* 
44  For  the  gay/'  he  said,  u  mine  will  be  4  a 
voice  of  gladness/  and  for  the  despond- 
ing that  of  4  mild  and  gentle  sympathy/ 
In  the  ear  of  the  sighing  maiden  I  shall 
whisper  a  soothing  tale  of  love,  and  to 
the  stern  philosopher  tell  of  the  wonders 
of  his  favorite  pursuit*  In  all  situations 
it  shall  be  my  endeavor  to  please/' 

It  would  seem  as  if  the  visits  of  a 
comely  youth,  bent  upon  pleasing  all 
varieties  of  disposition  and  desire,  could 
never  be  unwelcome;  and  we  should 
expect  that  the  maiden  would  have  for- 
gotten to  sigh,  and  the  philosopher 
would  have  relaxed  something  of  his 
sternness,  when  they  read  that  it  was 
the  purpose  of  the  youth  u  to  appear  in 
the  world  at  periodical  seasons,  every 
month,  save  January  and  February, 
when  the  earth  is  robed  in  its  cold  wind- 
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ing-sheet,  and  the  air  is  too  chill  for  my 
feeble  frame  to  endure*  If,  however/' 
he  continues,  "the  public  shall  frown 
upon  me,  and  refuse  to  receive  me  into 
their  dwellings,  then  shall  I  ever  remain 
housed  in  my  intellectual  tenements,  nor 
dare  again  to  incur  the  censure  of  a 
dark-browed  and  severely  critical  world/' 

The  first  intimation  that  the  dark- 
browed  world  was  on  his  track  is  con- 
tained in  the  following  editorial  answer 
to  a  correspondent:  "To  'Mathilde' 
we  feel  under  great  obligations  for  pro- 
posing to  our  consideration  certain  names 
for  our  periodical ;  but  we  beg  leave  to 
state  that  the  very  reason  urged  against 
the  present  title  determined  the  selection 
of  it,  viz*,  its  simplicity/' 

Under  the  simple  name,  therefore,  with 
which  it  was  first  christened,  the  Port-Folio 
continued  its  periodical  visits  from  April 
to  December,  1839*  The  number  for 
December  contains  an  editorial  valedic- 
tory, from  one  paragraph  of  which  we 
may  infer  that  others  beside  "Mathilde" 
had  made  themselves  more  or  less  disa- 
greeable by  comments  and  suggestions* 
The  Port-Folio"  says  this  valedictory, 
44  was  commenced  as  an  experiment,  and 
in  closing  the  labors  of  the  year  the  edi- 
tors can  say  that,  on  their  part,  no  pains 
have  been  spared  to  render  it  entertain- 
ing, as  well  as  instructive ;  and  they 
have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that 
although  some  captious  critics  have 
vainly  attempted  to  exercise  their  inge- 
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nuity  in  exposing;  its  defects,  still  it  has 
been  gradually  making  its  way  in  the 
public  favor/' 

The  Port-Folio,  like  the  Escrttotr,  was 
issued  from  the  press  of  Joseph  Griffin, 
who  kept  the  college  bookstore,  and  did 
all  the  college  printing  in  the  building  at 
the  corner  of  Main  and  Everett  Streets, 
which  now  calls  itself  u  The  Gem "  res- 
taurant* The  terms  of  subscription,  as 
the  editors  informed  their  readers,  were 
printed  on  the  last  page  of  the  cover, 
but  as  my  bound  copy  of  the  periodical 
does  not  preserve  the  covers,  I  am  not 
able  to  mention  the  subscription  price  to 
the  readers  of  the  Quill*  Each  number 
contained  thirty-two  octavo  pages,  the 
last  two  or  three  of  which  were  devoted 
to  editorial  notes  and  college  news* 

The  tone  of  the  magazine,  both  in 
prose  and  verse,  is  studiously  grave  and 
edifying*  There  is  but  one  prose  contri- 
bution, entitled  "A  Short  Discourse  on 
the  First  of  April/'  that  deviates  in  any 
measure  from  the  general  seriousness, 
and  the  deviation  in  this  is  so  slight  that 
one  is  moved  to  smile  chiefly  by  the 
appended  signature,  "Joculator*"  The 
writer,  who  doubtless*  like  Holmes,  did 
not  dare  to  write  as  funny  as  he  could, 
and  perhaps  hinted  at  his  self-restraint 
by  the  signature  he  employed,  was 
George  Frederic  Magoun,  for  many 
years,  in  later  life,  the  honored  president 
of  Iowa  College,  and  of  great  and  de- 
served influence  in  religious  and  educa- 
tional circles*    For   the   rest,   the    prose 
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writers  discussed  such  themes  as  Ameri- 
can Poetry,  Plagiarism,  Influence  of  Sci- 
ence, Influence  of  the  Social  Principle, 
What  is  Truth,  Genius  and  Industry, 
Reading,  Retirement,  etc* 

There  are  three  or  four  tales,  only  one 
of  which  deals,  even  remotely,  with  col- 
lege life,  and  that  one,  I  should  judge  — 
in  deference  to  the  methods  of  the 
Higher  Criticism  —  was  written  by  Mrs* 
Barbauld,  though  it  is  signed  "  Cneius*" 
The  editors  announce,  with  justifiable 
pride,  that  they  have  promises  of  con- 
tributions from  Nathaniel  Hawthorne, 
Esq*,  Professor  Henry  W*  Longfellow, 
Peleg  W*  Chandler,  Esq*,  Professors 
Smyth,  Packard  and  Goodwin,  and  oth- 
ers of  the  alumni,  whose  contributions 
"will  greatly  enhance  the  value  of  our 
periodical*"  In  the  number  for  July, 
Longfellow,  who  always  kept  his  prom- 
ises, contributed  two  chapters  from  his 
then  unpublished  romance  of  Hyperion; 
and  in  three  successive  numbers  Professor 
Goodwin  contributed  a  review,  and  select 
passages  in  translation,  of  a  Milanese 
story,  u  I  Promessi  Sposi,"  by  Alexander 
Manzoni,  the  complete  translation  of 
which  he  subsequently  published* 

The  verse  contributed  to  the  Port-Folio 
is  creditable  in  form,  conventional  in 
tone,  and  of  unmeasured  seriousness  — 
or,  since  it  is  verse,  I  should  perhaps  say 
of  measured  seriousness.  The  only  ex- 
ception to  this  rule  is  a  little  skit  in  the 
Editor's  Table  for  August,  which  mor- 
alizes, in  Latin  verse,  over  the  untimely 
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death  of  a  moth  miller,  which  had  been 
fatally  attracted  by  the  brilliancy  of  the 
editorial  lamp*  This  half-sportive  epi- 
taph appears  to  have  been  written  by 
John  B*  L*  Soule,  who  was  afterwards 
professor  of  the  classical  languages  in 
Blackburn  University*  It  is  not  difficult 
to  read*  even  for  a  Senior*  who  is  popu- 
larly supposed  to  have  forgotten  his 
Latin*  but  it  was*  nevertheless,  accompa- 
nied by  a  metrical  translation  ingen- 
iously wrought  by  the  hand  of  Elijah 
Kellogg*  The  opening  lines  will  show 
the  quality  of  the  Latin  and  of  the 
verse : 

Hie  restat 
In  suis  alis  sepultum 

Papilionis  quod  mor tale  fuit  infelicis ; 

Et  Papilio*  eheu  !  omnis  mortalis  est ; 

Tamen*  id  de  vivis  mox  dicendum* 

Nunc  de  mortuo  lacrymantes  dicamus  — 
Fuit  I 

It  may  be  added  that  -several  of  the 
poems  that  first  appeared  in  the  maga- 
zine were  afterwards  republished  in  the 
little  volume  entitled  "Bowdoin  Poets," 
compiled  by  Edward  P*  Weston*  who 
was  one  of  the  editors  of  the  Porl-Folio* 

So  far  as  I  know  the  only  contributors 
to  the  Port-Folio  that  are  still  living  are 
the  Rev*  Dr*  Charles  F*  Allen  (who  was 
one  of  the  editors)  *  Rev*  Elijah  Kellogg, 
and  the  Hon*  George  F*  Talbot*  Dr* 
Allen*  who  was  for  several  years  presi- 
dent of  the  Maine  State  College,  and  is 
an  overseer  of  Bowdoin,  is  living  in  en- 
forced confinement  to  his  house  in  Port- 
and,   without    any    abatement    of    his 
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affection  for  the  college,  and  prevented 
only  by  his  lack  of  health  from  continu- 
ing his  esteemed  service  to  the  church* 
Mr*  Kellogg,  at  the  advanced  age  of 
eighty-five,  is  still  the  beloved  pastor  of 
the  church  in  Harpswell,  and  occasion- 
ally, but  all  too  seldom,  gives  us  the 
privilege  of  listening  to  him  in  the  col- 
lege* Mr*  Talbot,  who  was  formerly 
United  States  District  Attorney,  lives  in 
Portland,  in  voluntary  retirement  from 
professional  duties,  but  interested  and 
active  in  literary  and  historical  work, 
and  in  the  discussion  of  questions  of 
public  policy* 

These  honored  graduates  of  the  col- 
lege have  no  reason  to  remember  with 
any  other  feeling  than  that  of  satisfac- 
tion the  little  magazine  which  they 
helped  to  sustain,  for  the  honor  of  Bow- 
doin,  sixty  years  ago*  And  we,  who 
owe  present  allegiance  to  the  Quill,  can- 
not refuse  a  feeling  of  respect  and  praise 
for  the  purpose  and  the  merits  of  its  far- 
away predecessors,  the  Escritoir  and  the 
Port-Folio. 

—  Henry  Leland  Chapman,  '66 


I 


December 

Sands  of  the  good  old  year  are  running  low 
Within  the  hour-glass  of  ruthless  Time, 
Swift  in  their  flight  the  merry  moments  go 
Borne  on  the  music  of  the  Yule-tide  chime ; 
"Whether  we  fain  would  bid  them  stay  or  no, 
We  cannot  check  them  in  their  onward  race, 
Nor  for  one  hour  our  weary  steps  retrace  — 

The  old  and  new  join  hands  across  the  snow. 
And  what  is  life  for  all  of  us  below, 
But  striving  ever  to  attain  the  newt 
Which  will  continue,  as  men  to  and  fro 

Follow  the  inclinations  which  they  know, 
Until  at  length  the  earthly  journey  through, 
The  new  and  old  unite  across  the  snow, 

-  C  S.  F.  Lincoln,  '91 


Jin  exploded  Cbeory. 

JHE  theory  belonged  to 
Clark  Bisbee*  who  is  one 
of  the  professors  of  Eng- 
lish in  a  famous  Eastern 
college*  He  developed 
it  one  evening  while  call- 
ing on  his  friend,  Mal- 
colm Herries*  a  young  lawyer  who  had 
been  a  classmate  of  Bisbee's  fifteen  years 
before*  It  was  struck  out  on  the  spur  of 
the  moment  in  the  course  of  a  conversa- 
tion which  ranged  widely  from  the  ethical 
concepts  of  Renan  to  the  latest  perform- 
anc  of  the  football  team*  but  it  was  so 
characteristic  of  Bisbee's  temperament 
and  point  of  view*  that  he  propounded  it 
with  enthusiasm*  and  elaborated  it  with 
the  most  affectionate  thoroughness*  Be- 
fore he  left  Herries'  room  it  had  become 
part  of  his  intellectual  creed* 

They  had  been  talking  of  a  remark- 
able case  of  successful  imposture  of  which 
the  papers  were  full*  Some  clever  rogue* 
who  looked  incredibly  like  a  wealthy  and 
well-known  Englishman*  had  personated 
his  double*  and  swindled  a  number  of 
New  York  business  men  out  of  consider- 
able sums  of  money*  which  he  was  to 
u  invest n  in  various  promising  fields  of 
enterprise  in  South  Africa*  He  had  got- 
ten safely  away  with  his  booty*  but  was 


282  THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL 

later  arrested  at  Vancouver,  while  taking 
passage  for  Japan* 

Bisbee  had  discussed  the  case  authori- 
tatively, as  was  his  wont*  He  was  not  a 
large  man,  but  he  had  a  high  opinion  of 
the  value  of  his  views,  ana  a  domineer- 
ing way  of  expressing  them*  He  was 
thick  set  and  wore  a  red  beard  closely 
trimmed*  He  always  talked  loudly  and 
never  permitted  himself  to  use  qualifying 
adverbs*  In  college  he  had  been  called 
44  the  Oracle." 

"You  needn't  tell  me  those  men  used 
every  precaution,  Herries,"  he  said* 
44  They  wouldn't  have  been  swindled  if 
they  had*  No  two  men  look  and  talk  so 
much  alike  that  they  can  be  mistaken 
for  one  another  by  any  one  who  has  the 
smallest  faculty  of  discrimination  —  and 
uses  it*  Cases  like  this  are  hypnotism,  I 
believe*  The  swindler  hypnotizes  these 
men,  and  they  swallow  everything  he 
tells  them*  Beyond  any  question  this 
fellow  here  —  what's  his  name  —  ah, 
Bendix  —  bore  only  the  most  superficial 
resemblence  to  Sir  Robert  March*  Any 
one  of  his  victims,  if  they  hadn't  been  in 
a  trance,  so  to  speak,  could  have  detected 
plenty  of  differences  at  a  glance*  He 
had  'em  all  under  control,  that's  how  it 
was  done*" 

44  But  see  here,  Bisbee,"  put  in  Herries, 
44  how  about  those  cases  of  mistaken  iden- 
tity where  one  man  is  taken  for  another 
without  any  desire  or  intention  on  his 
part  to  deceive  ?  " 
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"  Pure  carelessness ;  nothing;  else*  The 
people  who  make  those  mistakes  are  either 
insufferably  dull,  and  can't  tell  two  faces 
apart,  if  they  both  have  two  eyes,  two 
ears,  a  nose  and  a  mouth,  or  else  they  get 
only  a  hurried  glimpse  of  the  face,  and 
catch  a  mere  passing  likeness  —  their  im- 
agination does  the  rest*  They  don't  use 
what  powers  of  discrimination  they 
possess/' 

u  But  I  am  sure  I  have  heard  of  well- 
authenticated  cases/'  insisted  Herries, 
44  where  the  resemblance  was  so  striking 
that  it  was  really  impossible  for  the 
friends  of  two  men  — and  not  twins  either 
—  to  tell  them  apart*  Of  course  I  can't 
give  dates  and  names,  but  such  things 
happen,  don't  they  ?" 

44  My  dear  boy,"retumed  Bisbee,  calmly 
patronizing,  u  such  instances  do  occur  — 
but  only  in  fiction  of  the  most  sensational 
and  improbable  sort,  or  in  impossible  mel- 
odramas, where  advantage  is  taken  of 
some  such  unlikely  expedient  to  keep  the 
hero  from  his  fortune  and  his  promised 
bride  for  four  long  acts*  It  is  possible  that 
among  a  certain  class  of  imperfectly 
organized  human  beings,  whose  counte- 
nances are  simply  groups  of  organs  conven- 
iently located,  and  are  not  at  all "  mirrors 
of  the  soul,"  there  may  be  such  resem- 
blances as  you  describe*  But  an  intelligent, 
particularly  an  intellectual,  man  has  char- 
acter written  upon  his  brow*  His  studies, 
his  business,  his  professional  duties,  his 
social  activities,  each   help  to  determine 
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his  expression,  and  as  the  kind  and  quan- 
tity of  work  and  of  recreation,  and  the 
sort  of  temperament  they  act  on  vary  infi- 
nitely with  different  men,so  must  the  faces 
of  these  men  vary  infinitely ♦  No  man  of 
decent  intelligence  and  ordinary  individu- 
ality looks  enough  like  any  other  man  to 
make  it  possible  for  their  identity  to  be 
confused  by  any  one  who  is  in  full  posses- 
sion of  his  senses,  and  knows  enough  to 
us,c  them/' 

44  Wouldn't  you  allow  the  possibility  of 
exceptions  to  your  rule  ?  n  asked  Herries* 

"Not  if  you  observe  the  conditions* 
The  men  who  are  supposed  to  look  alike 
must  each  have  some  character,  some 
development  of  individuality,  and  the 
man  who  is  to  discriminate  between  them 
must  be  neither  a  dunce  nor  a  hypnotic 
subject,  and  he  must  give  as  much  atten- 
tion to  the  matter  as  he  would  to  picking 
a  good  apple  out  of  a  pile  of  doubtful 
ones  on  a  fruit-stand*  These  premises 
granted,  the  conclusions  stand/' 

Herries  knew  better  than  to  argue  with 
his  friend*  Anything  more  unsatisfactory 
than  an  argument  with  Bisbee  it  would 
be  hard  to  conceive*  The  little  man 
would  tolerate  no  protracted  resistance  to 
his  logic*  If  the  enemy  did  not  yield 
quickly,  one  or  more  tempers  were  sure  to 
be  lost ;  and  Bisbee's,  once  lost  was  hard 
to  find  again*  So  Herries  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  smoked  his  pipe  in  silence* 
What  he  thought,  and  what  he  would 
have  said  if  his  caller  had  been  any  one 
but  Bisbee,  was : 
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"And  yet,  as  you  sit  there,  a  short, 
rather  stout  man,  with  a  red-brown  beard 
and  a  Roman  nose,  you  are  not  so  very 
different  from  plenty  of  other  men*  Char- 
acter you  have,  individuality  you  have 
—  not  a  doubt  of  that,  but  somehow  your 
type  is  not  uncommon*  I'll  wager  there 
are  men  walking  the  earth  to-day  who 
look  enough  like  you  to  puzzle  most  of 
us  to  tell  which  is  which/' 

But  the  caller  was  Bisbee,  and  so  he 
smoked,  and  thought,  and  held  his  peace, 
while  his  friend  laid  down  his  newly 
found  law  in  more  extended  detail* 

The  young  professor  of  English,  as  the 
author  of  several  books,  including  a  novel 
that  had  run  into  a  third  edition,  was 
much  in  demand  as  a  lecturer*  He  found 
lecturing  agreeable  too,  both  because  it 
was  profitable,  and  because  it  offered  him 
opportunities  of  exploiting  himself  and 
his  ideas  before  deferential  audiences,  with 
less  danger  of  irreverent  interruption,  and 
with  a  greater  assurance  of  a  humble 
and  receptive  attitude  on  the  part  of  his 
listeners  than  he  enjoyed  in  his  classroom* 
And  so  it  happened  that  frequently  dur- 
ing the  winter,  literary  societies,  women's 
clubs  and  institutions  aiming  at  a  gen- 
eral diffusion  of  education  and  culture 
throughout  the  community  had  the  pleas- 
ure of  announcing  one  or  another  of  Pro- 
fessor Clark  Bisbee's  entertaining  and 
valuable  lectures  —  perhaps  u  The  Origin 
of  the  English  Drama  n —  perhaps  u  An 
Anglo-Saxon  Epic  n  —  perhaps  even 
"Robert  Browning,  Poet  and  Philoso- 
pher*" 
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One  afternoon  a  week  or  so  after  the 
conversation  in  Herries'  rooms,  Professor 
Bisbee  packed  his  valise  and  started  for 
New  York,  where  he  had  been  invited 
to  lecture  before  a  club  of  cultured  and 
not  unfashionable  ladies,  who  met  in  each 
others'  parlors,  and  dabbled  daintily  in 
literature,  art,  and  philosophy*  It  was 
nearly  six  of clock  when  his  train  rolled 
into  the  Grand  Central  station,  and  as  he 
stepped  from  the  parlor  car  to  the  plat- 
form, Bisbee  realized  that  he  had  scant 
time  to  dine  and  dress  before  the  hour 
when  his  lecture  was  to  be  delivered; 
especially  since  he  purposed  stopping"  as 
usual  at  the  Holland  House,  while  Mrs* 
Higginbotham  in  whose  parlors  the 
seekers  after  instruction  were  to  meet, 
lived  on  the  West  Side,  well  up  among* 
the  nineties* 

So  he  walked  quite  briskly  down  the 
platform  and  out  toward  the  entrance  on 
Forty  Second  Street*  As  he  strode  along 
he  noticed  that  a  man  was  walking  at 
his  side,  neither  passing  ahead  nor  falling 
behind,  as  one  instinctively  does  when 
one  finds  one's  self  walking  beside  a 
stranger*  He  glanced  up  and  caught  the 
man  looking  him  over  keenly*  He  was 
a  large  man  and  wore  a  rough  frieze 
overcoat,  which  exaggerated  his  size* 
His  face  was  a  shrewd  one,  and  his  sharp 
eyes  bored  through  the  dapper  professor 
like  gimlets* 

Bisbee  began  to  stare  at  the  other  in 
turn,  but  the  big  man's  look  did  not 
waver  in  the  least*    Just  as  Bisbee  was 
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about  to  ask  him  indignantly  what  he 
meant  by  his  impudence  the  stranger 
spoke* 

"  I  think  there's  a  carriage  waiting  for 
you  outside,  sir/'  he  said*  "If  you'll 
come  with  me,  I'll  show  where  it  is/' 

He  spoke  courteously  enough,  and  Bis- 
bee's  self  esteem  coming  to  the  rescue 
convinced  him  that  the  carriage  had  been 
sent  by  Mrs*  Higginbotham,  and  that  the 
man  had  been  sent  in  by  the  coachman 
to  find  him*  It  did  not  strike  him  as 
remarkable  that  he  had  been  immediately 
recognized*  Mrs*  Higginbotham  had 
doubtless  described  him  carefully  to  her 
coachman*  So  he  followed  his  guide 
unsuspiciously  out  to  the  sidewalk* 

The  carriage  toward  which  he  was  led 
was  not  the  handsome  private  equipage 
he  had  expected  to  see*  It  was  an  ordin- 
ary cab  drawn  by  a  rather  decrepit  animal 
and  presided  over  by  a  dissipated-looking 
driver,  such  as  may  be  found  haunting 
the  cab-stands  along  Broadway  at  any- 
time of  day  or  night*  Bisbee  was  con- 
scious of  a  feeling  of  disappointment* 
But  the  man  in  the  rough  overcoat  stood 
holding  the  door  open,  and  he  saw  nothing 
else  to  do  but  to  enter* 

44  Drive  me  to  the  Holland  House,  my 
man,"  he  said  to  the  driver,  as  he  stooped 
to  avoid  flattening  his  hat  against  the 
top  of  the  low  carriage* 

44  You  hear  what  the  gen'leman  says, 
Jimmy,"  said  the  man  in  the  overcoat 
with  a  grim  smile,  at  which  the  cabman 
grinned,  as  in  appreciation  of  some  very 
subtle  joke* 
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Much  to  Bisbee's  surprise,  the  stranger, 
instead  of  closing  the  cab  door,  proceeded 
to  get  in  himself  and  take  a  seat  beside 
him*  Something  in  his  overcoat  pocket 
jingled  as  he  didso*  It  was  very  awk- 
ward, for  the  cab  was  a  narrow  one,  and 
the  big  man  needed  and  took  most  of  the 
seat*  His  rough  coat  smelt  disagreeably 
of  tobacco,  and  Bisbee  determined  to 
protest* 

44  See  here,"  he  said,  as  he  tried  to  extri- 
cate himself  from  the  corner  into  which 
he  was  pushed, u  Is  there  any  reason  why 
you  should  ride  down  with  me  ?  I  prefer 
to  have  a  cab  to  myself*  Two  men  and 
a  valise  crowd  this  one  altogether  too 
much*" 

44 1  guess  you'll  have  to  put  up  with 
it,"  said  the  man  shortly*  Bisbee  stared 
at  him  in  utter  astonishment* 

"Your  conduct  is  most  remarkable," 
he  gasped*  "I  don't  understand  it  at 
all*"  Then  he  began  to  suspect  that  a 
huge  mistake  had  been  made*  u  Did 
Mrs*  Higginbotham  send  this  carriage  for 
me  ?  "  he  asked* 

"Oh,  yes!  no  doubt,"  said  the  man 
with  disagreeable  sarcasm*  "Oh,  yes! 
Mrs*  Higginbotham  sent  it*  Who  else 
should  ?  "  and  he  relapsed  into  silence* 

Slowly  a  horrible  suspicion  formed 
itself  in  Bisbee's  mind*  The  man  was 
crazy*  He  began  to  cast  about  for  some 
means  of  escape  from  his  unpleasant  and 
dangerous  situation,  and  had  about  made 
up  his  mind  to  throw  open  the  door  and 
jump  recklessly  into  the  street,  when  he 
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observed  that  the  cab,  rolling-  at  a  good 
pace  down  Fourth  Avenue,  was  passing 
the  corner  of  Thirtieth  Street*  He  started 
to  his  feet  to  knock  on  the  glass  back  of 
the  drivers  seat  and  direct  him  to  turn 
westward*  Instantly  he  was  pulled  back 
into  his  seat  with  great  violence* 

44  Sit  still  where  you  are  and  don't  try 
any  funny  business/'  snarled  the  man 
beside  him* 

"  But  he's  carried  me  past  my  street/' 
protested  Bisbee,  now  pretty  thoroughly 
frightened*  u  I  told  him  to  take  me  to 
the  Holland  House*" 

44  Well  you're  not  going  there  just  yet/' 
said  the  man,  "  You  have  some  business 
to  attend  to  further  down  town*  You're 
going  to  Mulberry  Street  first  and*  if  you 
don't  sit  still  and  behave  yourself,  you'll 
arrive  there  with  the  jewelry  on  ?  "  And 
again  Bisbee  heard  a  metallic  jingle  from 
his  companion's  pocket* 

Mulberry  Street !  That  was  where  Po- 
lice Headquarters  were  !  He  was  arres- 
ted !     Bisbee  turned  pale,  then  red* 

"Who  do  you  think  I  am?"  he 
demanded  with  asperity* 

44  You'll  learn  soon  enough,"  was  the 
calm  response* 

44  Well  then,  who  are  you  ?  " 

"  Detective  Sergeant  Melody  of  the 
Central  Office,  if  it  does  you  any  good  to 
know,"  growled  the  other* 

44 1  demand  to  know  on  what  ground  I 
am  being  taken  to  Police  Headquarters," 
said  Bisbee*  He  was  trying  to  collect  his 
thoughts,  and  get  at  some  solution  of  the 
mystery* 
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"That's  a  pretty  question  to  ask/' 
remarked  the  man,  u  Probably  that  va- 
lise is  full  of  the  loot,  now/' 

"Nothing  of  the  sort!"  shouted  Bis- 
bee  angrily*  u  That  valise  will  prove  me 
to  be  Professor  Clark  Bisbee  of  Hampton 
College*  This  is  a  shameful  outrage  and 
you  shall  suffer  for  it,  sir,  if  there  is  any 
justice  to  be  had/' 

Sergeant  Melody  made  no  reply,  but 
again  Bisbee  heard  the  sharp  metallic 
jingle*     He  knew  now  what  it  meant* 

And  so  they  rode  on  in  silence  —  down 
through  the  crowded  thoroughfares  of 
the  metropolis,  in  and  out  among  cable 
cars  and  thronging  trucks  and  delivery 
wagons,  until  they  turned  a  corner  and 
rattled  over  the  uneven  pavement  of  a 
street  more  quiet  than  those  they  had  left* 
Bisbee  was  brooding  over  wrongs  and  fum- 
ing helplessly  in  his  corner*  His  neigh- 
bor was  calm  and  taciturn  as  appeared  to 
be  his  nature* 

Finally  the  cab  stopped  before  a  long, 
plainly  built  marble  structure*  At  the 
head  of  a  flight  of  steps  and  before  the 
door,  two  gas  lights  flared  behind  green 
globes*     It  was  Police  Headquarters* 

Sergeant  Melody  got  out  and  turned 
to  watch  his  prisoner  do  the  same*  Then 
they  passed  up  the  steps,  while  a  throng 
of  curious  children  and  a  few  women 
with  babies  in  their  arms  gathered  on  the 
sidewalk  and  looked  on*  Bisbee  could 
see  the  reporters  coming  out  of  the  news- 
paper offices  across  the  street  and  hurry- 
ing over  to  find  out  what  was  up.    Once 
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inside  the  door  they  walked  along  a 
corridor  to  a  door  over  which  was  the  sign 
u  Detective  Bureau/'  A  doorkeeper 
admitted  them  and  Melody  said  to  him : 

44  Tell  the  Chief  I'm  here/'  Then  he 
turned  to  Bisbee  and  added  u  sit  down/' 
The  latter  obeyed  with  unusual  meek- 
ness* 

There  was  a  railing  half  way  across 
the  room,  and  a  big  clock  on  the  wall* 
Apart  from  a  few  chairs  and  a  desk 
behind  the  railing  there  was  no  furniture 
in  the  room*  Bisbee  sat  and  stared  out 
of  a  dusty  window  into  a  gloomy  court, 
and  listened  to  the  ticking  of  the  clock* 
which  sounded  to  his  oversensitive  ears 
like  a  man  chopping  wood  in  the  next 
room* 

In  a  few  moments  the  door  opened, 
and  the  Chief  entered.  He  was  a  burly, 
rubicand  man*  whose  face  expressed  force 
as  well  as  good  nature*  He  came  across 
the  room  and  stood  by  Bisbee's  chair* 

"Well*  Melody/'  he  said*  turning  to 
the  Sergeant*  who  had  risen  to  his  feet. 
44  who  have  you  got  ?  " 

The  detective  saluted  respectfully. 
"This  is  Ketterer  the  Rochester  bank 
cashier  who  got  away  with  $75*000 
Tuesday*"  he  said*  "We  had  a  telegram 
this  noon  that  he  was  heading  for  New 
York  and  O'Brien  turned  it  over  to  me* 
I  used  to  live  in  Rochester*  and  I've  seen 
this  man  Ketterer  often*  I  got  him  half 
an  hour  ago  at  the  Grand  Central*" 

The  moment  he  stopped  Bisbee  sprang 
to  his  feet  and  flashed  forth  angrily. — 
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"  This  is  an  infernal  outrage,"  he 
exclaimed*  u  This  fellow  refused  to  let 
me  say  a  word  on  the  way  down  here, 
or  even  to  tell  me  of  what  I  was  accused, 
although  I  could  have  easily  proved  my 
identity*  I  am  not  an  absconding  bank 
cashier  from  Rochester,  or  anywhere 
else     I  am — n 

The  Chief,who  had  been  studying  Bis- 
bee's  face  as  he  spoke,  broke  into  a  smile 
and  raised  his  hand* 

"Never  mind,  Mr*  McClernand,"  he 
said  cordially,  "  I  know  you  very  well* 
You  needn't  go  to  the  trouble  of  defend- 
ing yourself*  You've  made  a  mess  of  it, 
you  know/'  he  went  on  turning  to  Mel- 
ody, and  speaking  with  smooth  severity* 
"You've  lost  your  man  Ketterer,probably, 
and  have  arrested  a  perfectly  innocent 
man,  Mr*  McClernand  here,  who  is  the 
Register  of  Deeds  up  in  Dutchess  County* 
I  know  him  perfectly  well*  I've  met  him 
several  times  at  political  conventions*" 

It  is  doubtful  whether  Bisbee  or  the 
detective  was  the  more  staggered  by  this 
identification*  Both  were  stricken  speech- 
less, and  both  stared  in  open-mouthed 
wonder  at  the  smiling  Chief*  Bisbee 
caught  his  breath  first, 

"Unfortunately,"  he  began  with  some- 
thing of  a  stammer,  "  you — you — are  as 
much  mistaken  as  your  officer*  I  am 
Clark  Bisbee,  a  professor  in  Hampton 
College,  as  the  papers  in  my  valise  will 
show*  I  have  an  important  engagement 
at  No*  99  West  99th  Street  in  a  little 
more  than  an  hour,  and  if  you  will  exam- 
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ine  them  at  once,  and  satisfy  yourself  of 
my  identity,  I  shall  be  greatly  obliged 
to  you*  I  have  hardly  time  to  dress  for 
my  evening's  engagement,  as  it  is!9 

The  smile  died  out  of  the  Chief's  face 
as  he  listened,  and  at  the  same  time  it 
began  to  turn  up  the  corners  of  Melody's 
mouth*  After  his  reprimand,  he  rather 
enjoyed  his  superior's  discomfort*  Both 
men  regarded  Bisbee,  however,  with 
renewed  suspicion*  The  Chief  picked  up 
the  valise  and  went  with  it  over  to  the 
railing,  when  he  and  Melody  held  a 
whispered  consultation,  glancing  with 
looks  of  distrust  at  the  prisoner*  Just  then 
the  door  opened  a  little  way  and  the  door- 
man put  his  head  in* 

44  Commissioner  Poynsett  is  just  leav- 
ing, sir,"  he  said  addressing  the  Chief, 
"  and  he  wants  you  to  send  the  paper  you 
were  looking  over  with  him  to  his  house 
to-night,  as  soon  as  you  are  through  with 
it*" 

Bisbee  jumped  to  his  feet  with  an 
exclaimation  of  relief* 

"Commissioner  Poynsett!"  he  burst 
out*  u  Send  for  him  please  !  He  knows 
me*  We  were  in  college  together*  If  I'd 
only  known  he  was  in  the  building 
before!  " 

So  Commissioner  Poynsett  came  in  and 
succeeded  in  convincing  the  Chief  and 
Melody  that  Professor  Bisbee  was  not  a 
malefactor  at  all,  but  a  highly  respected 
instructor  of  youth*  And  he  was  forth- 
with despatched  in  all  haste  to  the  Hol- 
land House  having  a  cab  all  to  himself 
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this  time,  and  somewhat  wearied  by  the 
profuse  apologies  which  had  been  heaped 
upon  him*  An  hour  later,  irreproachable 
in  evening  dress,  but  dinnerless  and  less 
self-assertive  than  usual,  he  presented 
himself  in  Mrs*  Hi  gginbot  ham's  parlors 
and  delivered  his  lecture  as  annouced* 

He  never  mentioned  his  unfortunate 
experience  in  Mulberry  Street  to  anyone ; 
but  the  Commissioner  can  hardly  have 
been  so  reserved,  for  it  was  not  long 
before  Bisbee's  intimate  friends  all  knew 
of  it,  and  some  of  them,  who  thought  him 
arrogant,  exulted  over  it,  I  am  sorry  to 
say* 

Herries  did  not,  but  he  could  not  help 
inquiring  one  night,  whether  his  friend 
had  not  seen  new  light  on  his  theory  of 
mistaken  identity  since  two  uncommonly 
clever  detective  officers  had  in  turn  mis- 
taken him  for  an  absconding  bank  cash- 
ier and  a  rural  politician* 

Bisbee  colored  furiously,  but  he  only 
said  with  obvious  self-control : 

44  Herries,  that  theory  is  exploded* 
We'll  say  no  more  about  it,  if  you  please/' 
— Henry  Smith  Chapman,  '91 


ONE  of  the  nameless  brotherhood  had  found 
His  way  to  my  inhospitable  door, 
And  asked  for  bread  ;  the  word  was,  noth- 
ing more, 
While    he   stood    waiting,   looking    on    the 
ground* 
" Right    in   the    midst    of    dinner!"     and     I 
frowned, 
As,  petulantly  tapping  on  the  floor 

I  rose,  with  justice  fired,  myself  to  score 
This  latest  beggar  on  his  lazy  round, 
Alas  for  justice  !     Grief  had  set  its  seal 
On  that  enquiring  face  turned  up  to  mine, 
To  me  who  cannot  read  the  Open  Book  I 
I  could  not  answer  that  mute,  brave  appeal  — 
Unless  the  bread  spoke  for  me  —  nor  define 
What  met  me,  and  still  haunts  me,  in  that 
look* 

— Henry  Johnson,  '74 


n  Romance  of  \to  Cate 
mar. 

L 

|ND  so   we  are  agreed 
at  last,  Colonel  Pen- 
dleton ? n     and     Mr. 
Elijah  Wycoff  stroked 
his    grey     moustache 
slowly  and  looked  at 
his  companion* 
44  Yes,  Mr*  Wycof f,"  answered  the  one 
addressed*    "  I  think  we  understand  each 
other  now/' 

44  To  go  over  the  terms  briefly  once 
mote"  continued  the  first  speaker*  "I 
understand  you  are  in  considerable  finan- 
cial embarrassment*  Since  the  war  broke 
out  your  business  has  amounted  to  noth- 
ing* your  plantation  is  mortgaged  and 
you  must  lose  all  unless  I  come  to  your 
help*" 

"What  you  say  is  only  too  true*" 
"Then  under  these  circumstances  you 
give  me  your  consent  to  marry  your 
daughter  Helen  and  on  the  day  we  are 
married  your  financial  difficulties  will  all 
be  assumed  by  me*" 

"You  must  understand*  Mr.  Wycoff* 
that  I  am  in  an  awkward  position  and 
trust  you  to  fulfil  your  promise*" 
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44  Never  worry,  sir  ;  I  am  only  eager  to 
do  my  part  of  the  transaction*  Now 
when  can  we  arrange  the  wedding  ?  " 

44  As  soon  as  possible,  for  I  desire  to 
have  the  whole  affair  over  with,  I  will 
speak  to  my  daughter  to-night*  Mean- 
while do  you  be  attentive  to  her  and  I 
doubt  not  we  can  bring  her  to  our  pur- 
pose* That  is  all  for  the  present,  I  think/' 

44  Very  well*  Good  night,  Colonel  Pen- 
dleton/' 

44  Good  night,  Mr*  Wycoff/' 

II 

"Ah!  Good  afternoon,  Lieutenant 
Stafford*  I  am  delighted  that  you 
accepted  so  soon  my  invitation  to  call  on 
me  at  my  home*  Well,  how  is  army  life 
now  days  ?  n 

44  The  same  dull  routine  as  ever,  Col- 
onel*   You   know   how  it   was  in  your 

i  army  career,  though  those  days  were  far 
more  exciting  than  these,  I  suppose* 
There  is  only  one  thing  which  consoles 
me  for  my  staying  here  with  the  army 
and  it  is  concerning  this  that  I  have 
come  to  see  you.     You  must  have  noticed 

|  before  this  that  I  have  lost  my  heart  — n 
44  Why  my  dear  Lieutenant,  a  soldier 

i  should   never  lose  heart*     Courage   and 

:  determination   are   the  characteristics  of 

i  our  boys  in  blue/' 

44  Yes,  but  Colonel  I  don't  mean  that 
way*  I — have  come  to  ask  your  consent 
to  win  your  daughter's  hand*  I  have 
not  spoken  to  Helen  but  I  feel  sure  she 

.  would  not  refuse  my  suit*" 
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44 1  am  sor r y,  Lieutenant,  to  have  to 
speak  to  you  as  I  must,  but  such  as  yours 
has  been  the  fate  of  many  a  man*  My 
daughter  is  engaged/' 

44  Engaged  ?  And  to  whom  may  I  ask  ?" 

"To  Mr*  Wycoff*" 

"To  Mr.  Wycoff?  To  Mr.  Elijah 
Elias  Wycoff?  That  old  man?  That 
pusillanimous,  miserly  — 

44  Stop  Lieutenant,  remember  he  is  soon 
to  be  my  son-in-law/' 

44  One  word  at  least,  I  tell  you,  you  are 
mistaken,  a  soldier  of  war  makes  as  brave 
a  soldier  of  love/' 

III 

44  Well  other  people  have  married  for 
money  and  lived  happily  together  too," 
mused  Colonel  Pendleton  with  himself* 
44  Heaven  knows  I  would  do  Helen  no 
injustice;  circumstances  seem  to  have 
driven  me  on,  Mr*  Wycoff  is  an  old  man, 
he  won't  live  long  at  any  rate  and  when 
he  is  dead  — 

I  am  sorry  I  spoke  so  harshly  to  young 
Stafford*  The  poor  fellow  would  do 
anything  for  Helen,  I  know*  He  is  a 
fine  young  man,  poor  to  be  sure,  but  good 
and  noble  and  frank*  Perhaps  after 
Helen  marries  Mr*  Wycoff  and  after  I 
get  my  business  going  again  and  after 
Mr*  Wycoff  dies  —  perhaps  —  yes,  per- 
haps— 

IV 

"Helen,  my   daughter,  I  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  you*" 
"What  is  it,  father?" 
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44 1  have  already  spoken  to  you  about 
my  financial  troubles  and  my  wishes 
concerning  your  future*  I  have  now 
arranged  everything  with  Mr*  Wycoff* 
The  day  you  are  married  my  business 
difficulties  will  be  settled  and  I  shall  be 
relieved  from  this  strain  which  is  wear- 
ing  my  life  away/' 

*  But  father*  you  know  my  feeling 
towards  Mr*  Wycoff ;  should  not  my 
repugnance  —  n 

44  That  is  not  the  question  our  family 
is  old  and  honorable*  The  Pendleton 
name  ranked  high  in  the  early  days  of 
our  country*  My  pride  and  your  pride* 
my  daughter,  should  compel  us  to  this 
step*  True  we  could  live  without  Mr* 
WycofPs  aid  and  without  your  marry- 
ing him,  but  remember  the  disgrace  on 
the  Pendleton  name  when  people  know 
I  have  lost  nearly  all  I  had* 

44  There  is  but  one  thing  more,  I  know 
you  would  rather  the  ceremony  be  per- 
formed by  Bishop  Butler,  but  Mr*  Wycof f 
was  obdurate  and  declared  it  must  be 
done  by  the  Rev*  Stanley  Hughes,  for 
some  personal  reason  I  presume*  And 
so  Helen,  for  all  that  I  have  told  you, 
you  will  consent  to  marry  Mr ♦  Wycof  f — ?" 

44 1  consent  to  be  married*" 

"And  to  have  the  Rev*  Stanley 
Hughes  perform  the  ceremony  ?  n 

44  And  to  have  Stanley  Hughes  marry 


44  Good   morning,  Mr*  Wycoff*"    Col- 
onel Pendleton  looked  tired  and  careworn, 
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44  and  good  morning  to  you,  Lieutenant 
Saf  f  ord.  Walk  into  the  parlor  here,  both 
of  you/' 

"  I  can  only  stop  a  minute,  Colonel,  but 
I  would  like  to  speak  to  you  in  private/' 

44  Excuse  me,  Lieutenant,  for  five  min- 
utes and  then  I  am  at  your  service*  I 
have  promised  to  look  over  some  papers 
with  Wycoff  here,  but  I  won't  be  long* 
Have  you  seen  the  morning  Herald  ? 
Here  it  is  —  just  wait  a  few  minutes*" 

"Now,  Mr*  Wycoff,  you  have  the 
papers  all  ready  to  be  signed  to-night 
have  you  ?  n 

44  Yes,  Colonel,  here  they  are*" 

44  Lets  see : 4 1  Elijah  Elias  Wycoff  being 
feeble  with  age,  but  — '  " 

44 1  bid  you  a  good  morning,  Colonel," 
and  Lieutenant  Safford  stiffly  gave  a 
military  salute  and  left  the  house* 

44  For  heaven's  sake,  what  ails  the  boy, 
Colonel?" 

44 1  can't  imagine,  Mr*  Wycoff,  unless 
it  is  that  it  has  just  dawned  on  him  you 
are  to  marry  Helen  to-night*  Poor  fel- 
low, he  was  in  love  with  her  you  know*" 

44  Was  he,  indeed  ?     Poor  fellow*" 

"Just  read  the  newspaper  while  I  look 
this  agreement  over,  Mr*  Wycoff,  and 
then  I  will  give  it  back  to  you*" 

The  Colonel  reads  to  himself:  "I 
Elijah  Elias  Wycoff  being  feeble  with  age 
but  sound  of — " 

44 1  have  an  engagement  at  this  hour, 
Good  morning,  Colonel  Pendleton*"  Mr* 
Wycoff  suddenly  dropped  the  paper  and 
hurried  away* 
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"What  can  be  the  matter?  Is  there 
some  war  news,  has  that  infernal  negro 
company  got  loose  again,  has  the  — n 
*  Colonel  Pendleton  picked  up  the  news- 
paper His  eye  ran  quickly  down  the 
columns* 

"A-hH" 

"The  readers  of  the  Herald  will  be 
somewhat  surprised  to  learn  of  the  mar- 
riage last  evening  of  Miss  Helen  Pendle- 
ton of  this  place  to  Rev*  Stanley  Hughes 
of  the  First  Presbyterian  church*  The 
ceremony  was  performed  by  Bishop  But- 
ler and  only  a  few  friends  were  invited*" 
— Fred  Raymond  Marsh,  '99 
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melancholia 

P  silent  streets  in  vain  I  seek 
A  friend  who'll  smile*  a  friend  who'll  speak* 
The  houses  stare*  all  bare  and  bleak* 
The  sunset  time  is  drear ! 

The  stream  flows  on,  a  murkish  mass* 
'Twixt  shaded  banks*  midst  river  grass* 
And  chill  winds  up  the  valley  pass* 
The  sunset  time  is  drear  I 

The  clouds*  once  bright*  have  faded  fast 
The  West  takes  on  a  leaden  cast* 
And  night  shuts  down*    The  day  is  past* 
The  sunset  time  is  drear  1 

—James  PUisted  Webber,  '00 


I 


Under  the  mistletoe 

ADS  and  lassiest  away  I  away  I 

Bring  the  evergreen  bay  and  the  holly,  oh ! 
With  wreaths  and  ribbons  and  garlands  gay 
To  deck  the  hall  for  our  Christmas  Day* 

Sing  hey!  for  the  Jolty  mistletoe! 

With  their  glistening  leaves  and  berries  bright, 
Twine  the  evergreen  bay  and  the  holly,  oh  I 

Frolic  and  fun  are  ours  to-night, 

Mirth  and  music  and  laughter  light ; 
Sing  hey  !  for  the  jolly  mistletoe  ! 

But  of  Cupid's  wiles,  my  boy,  beware, 
Mid  the  evergreen  bay  and  the  holly,  oh ! 

For  the  mischievous  sprite  is  always  there, 

And  for  many  a  man  he  sets  a  snare* 
Sing  hey  !  for  the  jolly  mistletoe  ! 

And  a  branch  that  swings  from  the  chandelier 
'Neath  the  evergreen  bay  and  the  holly,  oh ! 
Will  tempt  some  fellow  too  far,  I  fear* 
When  Somebody  flits  so  near  —  so  near  — 

Sing  hey  !  for  the  jolly  mistletoe  ! 

For  if  there  were  Someone  with  eyes  of  blue 

'Neath  the  evergreen  bay  and  the  holly,  oh  I 
I  know  of  —  something  —  and  so  do  you, 
Which  would  change  her  cheeks  to  the  roses'  hue  — 
Ye  gods  !  Sing  hey  !  for  the  mistletoe  ! 

—  Arthur  Huntington  Nason,  '99 


Comrades 


(EIGHO  !  only  twenty 
miles  more/'  said  the  old, 
gray-haired  lawyer,  as 
the  train  plunged  swiftly 
over  the  track*  "It  seems 
as  if  it  were  but  yester- 
day when  Chub  and  I 
used  to  walk  about  the  campus ;  Chub  ? 
Oh !  that  is  what  we  called  George  Hal- 
liday  ;  you  see  when  he  first  came  to 
college,  he  was  such  a  stout,  jolly  fellow 
that  we  all  called  him  4  Chub/  He  and 
I  seemed  to  like  each  other  from  the  be- 
ginning, and  when  he  found  a  room,  he 
took  me  as  his  room-mate.  That  room 
seems  pictured  now  before  my  eyes*  In 
the  corner  by  one  window  was  Chub's 
desk,  covered  with  books,  magazines,  hats, 
ties,  all  in  one  heap  —  he  always  threw 
everything  on  his  desk;  his  easy-chair 
lined  with  sofa-pillows  beside  the  table* 
That  light  shade  with  a  piece  broken 
from  one  side,  we  declared  every  year  we 
would  throw  away ;  we  left  it  there, 
when  we  graduated* 

"The  old  room  hasn't  changed  much 
since  then ;  when  Chub  and  I  went  down 
to  see  it  two  years  ago,  the  Chinaman's 
sign  which  we  borrowed  one  Hallow'een 
was  still  hanging  over  the  mantel,  and 
the  scarred  door  still  bore  the  marks  of 
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Chub's  hatchet.    He  sat  down  at  his  oM 
window,   solemnly   smoking    hi     £<£ 
schaum  ,ust  as  he  had  in  years  L£  by 
It  would  have  seemed  perfectly  *natuS 
for  him  to  have  said,  'Come  TacfclX 
Plug-  out  that  Greek/    Ah?  Chub    ™ 
have   plumed  out  your  la^    fe££  *3 
you  have  passed  your  final  examination 
now  without  conditions.  aminations 

Do  you  remember  how  you  frit  mU~„ 

day  ?    He   did  not  consider  it  a   eood 

ctl  A°>    ^^'t'  afterward,  did^we, 

weTe  wln^  ^  ?*  *****  we 
ru  I  7i  w?  received  our  diplomas  • 
Chub,  I  know  that  you  were  fatd' 
ancholy  that  last  nijht,  after  everXt 
was  over,  and  we  sat  on  our  trunks  "n 

years    ofdU^^^'  ^  Wef*  J°"v 
years,  old  fellow.     Our  lives  have  been 

We  shall  not  be  separated  long-,  Chub/       ; 

A^aL   famitOPPed  Wfth  a  *«"«  tk. 
aw7     aud  youn*  man   assisted  the 

sir"»\»Zt?u  him  murmur  fast  as  he  died, 
£  seolribyr°°n8fn?a^  "'We  shall  no 
long?''  IOng:'  Jackj  no'  Jacfc>  not 

-5?.  A  T>.,  '02 
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Cbe  Sea 

ORK  !  work !  shouts  the  sea, 
Labor,  labor  like  me  ; 
Doing  the  work  of  the  Lord, 
Without  question  or  word. 
Eternally  I   eternally  I 

Work  ?  work  ?  how,  O  Sea  I 
Can  I  labor  like  thee, 
Heavy  of  heart  and  alone 
For  the  friends  who  have  gone. 
Eternally  1   eternally  I 

Work !  work  I  sobs  the  sea, 
Labor,  labor  like  me ; 
Toiling  in  faith  bringeth  calm, 
And  in  hope  there  is  balm, 
Eternally  I  eternally  I 

Work  ?  work  ?  but,  O  Sea, 
How  shall  peace  come  to  me, 
Struggling  with  doubt  evermore 
On  a  desolate  shore 

Eternally!  eternally  ! 

Work !  work !  sighs  the  Sea, 
Labor  on  steadily ; 
Doing  the  work  of  each  day 
In  the  lovingest  way, 

Eternally !   eternally ! 

Work  ?  work  ?  yes,  O  Sea, 
I  will  labor  like  thee, 
Doing  the  work  of  the  Lord 
Without  question  or  word, 
Eternally!  eternally! 

Work !  work !  sings  the  Sea, 
Labor  truly  like  me  ; 
After  night  comes  the  morn, 
And  of  doubt  faith  is  born 
Eternally !  eternally ! 

—  Tristan*  h.  'SI 


T 


Tf  Cove  Were  Jill 

[Roundel] 

'F  love  were  all,  O  sweetheart  mine. 
The  parting  hour  need  never  fall ; 
And  I  might  worship  at  thy  shrine, 
If  love  were  all* 

But  other  bonds  hold  us  in  thrall ; 

We  see  the  torch  of  Honor  shine, 
We  hear  the  voice  of  Duty  call. 

O  darling  heart,  we  must  resign 

Life's  sweetest  gift,  and  drink  its  gall ; 
But  happiness  were  mine  and  thine, 
If  love  were  all* 


Christmas  €w  at  tbe  Art 
Building 

jT  was  Christmas  Eve* 
The  ends  were  deserted 
within,  and  without  the 
December  moon  was 
shining  on  the  snow-cov- 
ered paths*  The  Philos- 
opher sat  smoking  in  his 
cozy  but  lonely  room,  thinking  of  the 
strange  old  tradition  that  on  this  one 
night  ghosts  and  spirits  have  all  the 
attributes  of  life*  And  then  he  had 
read  in  an  old  Latin  book  —  a  product 
of  the  Middle  Ages  —  that  in  every 
image*  every  painting*  there  is  something 
human*  some  indescribable  touch  left  by 
the  artist's  hand*  and  that  once  in  a 
long,  long  time  art  comes  to  life*  The 
musty  Latin  work  contained  a  key  to 
that  "once,"  and  after  patient  toil  the 
Philosopher  had  discovered  that  it  fell  on 
this  very  Christmas  Eve* 

He  sat  still  pondering  until  the  mid- 
night strike  of  the  science  clock  awoke 
him  from  his  reverie*  "They  can't 
more  than  laugh  at  me,"  he  muttered,  as 
he  started  from  the  end  for  the  Art 
Building*  His  hand  trembled  when  it 
unlocked  the  huge  door,  and  as  he  en- 
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tered  he  was  sure  he  heard  low  talking 
and  laughing*  The  Boyd  Gallery  was 
lighted  in  a  strange  uncanny  fashion, 
and  there  was  the  sound  of  soft  music 
as  if  a  dance  were  in  progress*  In 
the  hall  he  saw  flitting  from  the  dark 
shadows  into  the  unusual  light  Venice, 
with  her  rich  and  sensuous  dress,  several 
Florentines,  who  had  left  the  genius  of 
the  arts  unattended*  In  the  company 
was  also  a  Saracen  warrior  in  beautiful 
eastern  armor,  anxious  to  test  his 
strength  with  an  ancient  Japanese  who 
persisted  in  avoiding  his  stronger  oppo- 
nent* All  this,  and  much  more,  our  Phi- 
losopher noted  from  his  seat  near  the 
desk,  and  he  held  his  breath  for  fear  of 
disturbing  the  Christmas  festivities* 

Presently  a  voice  broke  the  stillness  — 
the  sweetest  man  has  yet  heard  —  the 
voice  of  the  golden  Aphrodite*  "Hist, 
Hermes,"  rippled  the  laughter  from  the 
goddess'  lips,  u  did  not  a  mortal  enter 
here  but  now  ?  n  "  Nay,  gentle  Cypris, 
it  was  but  Zephyr  come  to  join  us  in 
our  revels*  Pray  then,  let  me  sit  by 
thee*  Dost  remember  when  thy  hus- 
band Hephaestus  didst  catch  thee  in  thy 
amours  ?  Now,  at  least,  fairest  of  god- 
desses, no  one  will  come  between  us* 
One  kiss,  and  one  embrace  before  Aurora 
sends  us  back  to  cold  marble  again*" 
So  speaking,  the  herald  of  the  gods  laid 
aside  his  ward  Dionysius,  and  in  low, 
lover's  words,  wooed  the  goddess  of  love* 

44  Ah  Olympian  ones ! n  At  the  great 
voice  the  building  shook  and  the  Philos- 
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opher  in  his  lone  corner  trembled*  u  Me- 
thinks  again  for  a  few  hours  these  are 
mine  to  rule*  How  strangely  passes  the 
world  on  !  Only  two  millenniums  back 
and  I*  Jove*  Zeus*  Jupiter  ruled  the  world 
with  my  nod  and  shook  the  heavens 
with  my  thunder*  Now  mortals  must 
need  believe*  if  believe  they  at  all*  in  a 
Zeus  invisible,  in  a  Divinity  without  mor- 
tal passions*  And  I*  Zeus*  what  of  me  ? 
My  name  is  still  uttered  by  a  few  but  the 
many  know  me  not  —  me.  Zeus*  who 
ruled  Olympus  and  Earth*"  The  voice 
so  powerful  at  first*  softened  and  sank  to 
a  whisper  as  the  god  recalled  his  domin- 
ion* its  decrease,  and  its  death* 

44  Not  so*  O  Zeus*"  It  was  the  poet 
Sophocles  that  spoke*  shaking  the  snow 
off  his  mantle  for  he  had  just  entered 
from  his  post  outside*  summoned  by  the 
mighty  voice*  u  Not  so*  for  it  is  not  to 
you  but  to  man  that  the  change  has 
come*  Age  succeeds  age*  and  each  new 
age  brings  with  it  changed  ideas*  changed 
views*  The  mortals  long  ago  thought 
power  alone  was  God*  now  they  know 
that  God  is  more  than  power*  and  power 
is  but  a  godlike  attribute  in  man*  And 
so  your  voice  when  first  it  spoke*  by  its 
loud  accents  terrified  us  all*  but  as  you 
realized  your  power  was  gone*  at  last  we 
paid  no  heed  at  all,  for  authority  un- 
crowned among  both  gods  and  men  has 
little  weight*" 

And  so  the  talk  ran  on*  such  talk  as 
our  Philosopher  had  never  before  heard* 
He  carefully  tiptoed  over  the  floor  for  a 
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peep  at  the  Boyd  Gallery,  where  a  stately 
minuet  was  in  progress.  Guests  were 
there  from  the  Bowdoin  and  the  Walker 
Galleries,  and  the  wigs  and  knickerbock- 
ers of  the  gentlemen  with  the  pompadours 
and  hoops  of  the  ladies,  made  a  vivid 
picture  of  life  a  hundred  years  ago*  Over 
on  one  side  of  the  room  John  Calvin 
scowled  sternly  down,  but  the  disap- 
proval of  the  divine  seemed  to  add  zest  to 
the  movements  of  the  dancing  sinners*  It 
was  a  strange  gathering  truly,  for  in 
another  portion  of  the  room  a  group  of 
Japanese  potentates  were  adoring  the  idol 
of  Buddha* 

The  Philosopher  hurried  back  to  his 
corner  seat,  but  the  dark-eyed  Arternis 
saw  him*  There  was  a  whispered  con- 
sultation, and  at  last  the  world's  first 
bard  spoke*  "Ye  gods  and  goddesses, 
poets,  learned  men,  assembled  here,  there 
is  to-night  a  mortal  man  among  us* 
Let  him,  then,  tell  the  young  men 
who  read  and  study  on  these  grounds, 
let  him  tell  them  that  we  are  watching 
over  them; our  genius,  our  thoughts,  our 
powers,  rule  over  them,  and  we  are 
nearer  than  they  think*  They  have  our 
works;  let  them  remember  that  they 
have  ourselves  as  well*  And  when  they 
are  disheartened  and  discouraged,  bid 
them  consult  us  when  they  will  and  per- 
chance if  they  think  long  and  think 
aright,  they  may  gather  from  us  noble 
aims  and  lofty  thoughts*" 

1£r*  t&*  tfi^ 
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It  was  rather  late  the  next  morning 
when  the  Philosopher,  with  a  friend, 
strolled  over  to  the  club  for  breakfast* 

"Good  morning,  Joe*  Merry  Christ- 
mas to  you/' 

"Mornin',  gents*  Say,  did  either  of 
you  gents  hear  thunder  last  night?  It 
sounded  over  t'other  side  of  the  campus* 
Mighty  curious  thing,  thunder  at  Christ- 
mas!" 

And  the  Philosopher  smiled,  for  he 
knew  it  was  curious,  indeed* 

—  Kenneth  C.  M.  Silts,  '0  I 
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Che  masquerade 

H  memory 

HE  'wintry  winds  blow  'wild  <without, 
But  in  the  hall  'tis  all  alight ; 
Tis  mirth  and  music  all  about : 
We  hold  our  masquerade  to-night* 


The  music  rang  in  prelude  sweet ; 

And  Bo-Peep  with  her  shepherd's  crook. 
The  gallant  Mephistopheles, 

Low  bowing,  as  his  partner  took 
And  led  the  march  adown  the  hall ; 

While  lads  and  lassies,  two  and  two, 
Around,  about,  and  in  and  out, 

The  circling  figure  followed  through* 

What  though  the  <winds  Mcrv  <wild  ^without  ? 

Within  the  hall  'tis  all  alight ; 
'77s  mirth  and  music  all  about : 

We  hold  our  masquerade  to-night* 

The  student  grave  in  gown  of  black, 

The  Gipsy  girl  with  tambourine, 
The  farmer  with  his  carpet-bag, 

The  Grecian  maiden,  here  are  seen* 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh  passes  by ; 

The  Mexic  girl,  with  hair  of  brown ; 
The  fair  illusion  "  Marjory  Daw ; n 

The  pop-corn  girl ;  the  nimble  clown* 

'Tis  March  and  Circle,  Lancers  gay, 

The  dreamy  Waltz,  the  Polka's  glide, 
And  "  Tucker  "  with  its  romp  and  rout, 

Or  Schottische  with  its  trip  and  slide  ; 
The  Portland  Fancy's  merry  whirl, 

The  Waltz  again,  or  Two-Step  light* 
'Tis  mirth  and  music  all  about* 

We  hold  our  masquerade  to-night* 
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And  figures  fair  and  figures  brave 

Flit  through  the  gay  enchanted  scene : 
Quaint  Mother  Goose  in  scarlet  gown. 

The  guardsmen  with  their  gallant  mein, 
The  wood-nymph  and  the  flower-girl, 

The  major  with  moustaches  gray, 
"Old  Uncle  S.,"  in  starry  vest, 

The  Georgian,  and  the  jester  gay* 

What  though  the  winds  blocw  ivild  without  ? 

Within  the  hall  'tis  all  alight ; 
'  Tis  mirth  and  music  all  about : 

We  hold  our  masquerade  to-night. 

The  witching  hours  wane  too  soon, 

The  music  dies  with  lingering  strain, 
The  dancers  leave  the  world  of  dreams 

To  live  the  world  of  life  again* 
Oh,  many  a  wintry  wind  has  blown, 

And  many  a  masker  far  has  strayed, 
But  still,  mid  memories  sweet,  we  own 

The  glamor  of  that  masquerade* 

—  Arthur  Huntington  Nason,  '99 
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GOOSE  -TJ 

Being  extracts  from  the  Proceedings  of  tbe 
Sander  Club. 

Has  this  little  column  of  the  Quill 
been  successful?  If  the  object  in  making 
it  was  to  draw  the  condemnation  of 
every  grumbler  the  college  boasts  of  — 
and  there  is  no  doubt  that  our  perpetual 
grumblers  are  increasing  alarmingly  in 
strength  of  numbers  and  fierceness  of 
vituperation  —  why,  that  object  has  been 
attained*  Such,  to  be  sure,  was  not  the 
purpose  of  the  Quill  board*  The  pur- 
pose was  to  fill  up  space  with  something 
that  might  be  interesting,  although  on 
the  other  hand  it  might  not ;  and  what 
more  can  any  editors  attempt?  Cer- 
tainly cold  type  is  every  way  better  than 
a  blank  page* 

A  fellow  is  able  to  bear  almost  any- 
thing better  than  he  can  bear  nothing* 
I  suppose  that's  what  the  poet  meant 
when  he  said,  "  It's  better  to  have  loved 
and  lost,"  etc*  Well,  one  day  the  Gan- 
der Club  was  flush,  and  bought  a  lot  of 
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big  ginger-ale  mugs,  which  U Allegro 
called  beer  steins/'  just  because  the 
phrase  sounds  more  frothy*  He's  not 
only  not  satisfied  with  nothing  but  he 
wants  a  thing  pretty  good  when  he  gets 
something*  Then  he  insisted  that  the 
mugs  looked  frightfully  bare  without 
any  inscription*  He  said  they  ought  to 
be  inscribed*  So  each  member  of  the 
club  went  to  work  and  painted  his  little 
lines  on  his  own  mug*  They  felt  they 
must  have  something*  no  matter  what* 
just  because  nobody  likes  to  have  noth- 
ing anywhere*  Here  the  lines  are.  in 
line,  without  remark,  to  save  space* 

U  Allegro 

My  friend,  just  a  wee  little  drinkie 
That's  gone  just  as  quick  as  a  winkie, 
Makes  me  see,  oh*  the  loveliest  things  I 
Such  as  dear  little  mermaids,  with  wings, 
And  dovelets  in  sweet  little  dresses 
That  greet  me  with  pecking  caresses  — 
Just  that  wee  little  bit  of  a  drinkie 
That's  gone  just  as  quick  as  a  winkie ! 

Sphinx 

I  don't  think  a  man  needs  to  talk  all  the  time, 
But  to  have  no  companion,  is  fearful* 

This  mug  all  alone  isn't  worth  half  a  dime, 
But  a  mug  and  a  man  are  darn  cheerful* 

Chancellor 

I've  noticed  a  good  many  times 
That  half  of  the  fools  who  make  rhymes 
Are  fond  of  the  bottle  to  moisten  their  throttle  ; 
And  the  way  they  will  drink  is  a  terror  ! 

I  pick  people's  purses, 

I  don't  scribble  verses, 

I  prefer  ginger-ale  to  Madeira* 
(NitO 
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Munchausen 

If  that  floating  little  bubble 

Can  make  a  man  see  double, 

I'll  swear  without  a  scruple 

It  can  make  me  see  quadruple, 
For  there  never  was  a  tale  I  couldn't  better* 

While  you  put  down  one  mug  full, 

Why,  I  can  swill  ten  jugs  full, 
And  then  be  growing  thin  while  you  grow  fatter* 

Aristophanes 

These  hulking  big  mugs 

Are  becoming  to  thugs ; 
This  world  is  a-getting  too  raw ; 

Old  Jove  filled  his  face 

With  a  carved-handled  vase, 
Our  nectar  we  suck  through  a  straw* 

Sir  Gavel 

Parliamentary  law 

Is  the  stuff  for  my  maw, 
Don't  give  me  your  beer  and  your  skittles ; 

They  aren't  dry  enough, 

They  are  rotten  poor  stuff, 
They  aren't  worth  one  jot  or  two  tittles* 

Diogenes 

I  know  that  I'm  the  biggest  fool  that  ever  lived, 
Because  L' Allegro  says  so,  and  he  ought  to  know* 
I  know  that  the  only  thing  I  know  is  that  I  don't 

know  anything, 
Because  Descartes  told  me  so* 
But  it's  fun  to  think  over  these  with  your  mug  for 

company, 
And  to  wonder  how  many  more  fools  there  are  in 

the  world* 

Isn't  it  ? 


"Well,  good  luck,  friend,  for  here's  the 
turn  where  our  roads  part*  We've  en- 
joyed your  comradeship  and  the  weath- 
er's been  fine*  It  was  a  year  ago  to-day, 
friend,  that  we  joined  drives,  but  it 
scarcely  seems  a  day*  That's  always 
the  way;  we  hardly  get  to  sailing 
smooth-like  before  the  Old  'Un  gives  a 
turn  and  puts  us  on  another  claim*  Say, 
friend,  do  you  know  your  Khayyam? 
Do  you  mind  what  Omar  says  about 
this  here  roulette- wheel  ? 

We  are  no  other  than  a  moving  row 
Of  magic  Shadow-shapes  that  come  and  go 

Round  with  the  Sun-illumined  Lantern  held 
In  Midnight  by  the  Master  of  the  Show ; 

Impotent  pieces  of  the  game  he  plays 
Upon  this  Chequer-board  of  the  Nights  and  Days ; 

Hither  and  thither  moves  and  checks*  and  slays, 
And  one  by  one  back  in  the  Closet  lays* 

Do  you  see  what  Omar's  driving  at, 
friend?  Don't,  hey?  Well,  think  on 
it  a  whit  then,  'cause  there's  a  religion  in 
those  verses    there*      Well,   good    luck 
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again,  friend,  hope  you'll  have  a  good 
twelve-month*  Yes,  our  heart's  with 
you*  Let's  see,  you'll  begin  your  third 
trip  up  the  stream  to-morrow*     Bye ! 

The  Editorial  Board  of  the  Quill  for 
next  year  will  be  composed  of  J*  P.  Web- 
ber, Chairman,  John  R*  Bass,  Business 
Manager,  Joseph  W*  Whitney,  Everett 
B*  Stackpole,  Burton  M*  Clough,  Fred- 
erick C*  Lee  and  Fred  U*  Ward,  all  of 
1900* 

^*  %£&  £* 

Bowdoin  listens  with  pride  and  grati- 
fication whenever  her  sons  have  aught 
to  say  in  the  literary  world*  Her  past  is 
so  glorious  that  it  oftentimes  blinds  the 
appreciation  of  the  splendid  work  that 
some  of  her  sons  are  doing  to-day*  Arlo 
Bates,  '76,  has  just  written  a  book  that 
will  bring  additional  honor  to  his  Alma 
Mater*  His  place  in  literary  circles  is 
such  that  the  public  has  a  ready  ear 
for  anything  that  drops  from  his  pen, 
whether  it  be  poetry  or  prose,  a  book  of 
essays  or  a  novel,  a  lecture  or  literary 
criticism*  His  last  book  *  u  The  Puri- 
tans" completes  the  trilogy,  the  other 
two  of  which  are  u  The  Pagans  "  and 
"The  Philistines*"  In  it  Mr*  Bates  has 
interwoven  a  religious  controversy,  a 
delicious  satire  upon  the  modern  church, 
and  finally  and  best  a  very  nice  sort  of 
a  love  story* 

*The  Puritans,  by  Arlo  Bates,     J2mo,  $J.50.      Hough- 
ton, Mifflin  &  Co.,  Boston,  Mass. 
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44  We  are  all  the  children  of  the  Puri- 
tans," Mrs*  Herman  said,  smiling*  u  Of 
course  there  is  an  ethical  strain  in  all  of 
us*"  It  is  that  ethical  strain  and  the 
reaction  from  the  stress  of  Puritanism 
that  makes  the  story  interesting*  An 
Episcopal  election  in  the  diocese  of  Mas- 
sachusetts furnishes  a  pivot  for  the  story 
to  revolve  upon*  The  lobbying  and 
wire  pulling  and  conspiring  connected 
with  it  would  make  a  ward-heeler  blush* 
A  novice  of  the  Clergy  House  of  St* 
Mark's,  bewildered,  takes  refuge  in  the 
cowl  of  the  Catholic  church,  and  Maurice 
"Wynne,  his  friend  and  fellow-novice, 
turns  agnostic*  Neither  could  endure 
the  whirl  of  doubt  and  heresy  into  which 
society  led  them* 

The  beautiful  cousin  of  Wynne  says : 
"  I  am  in  earnest  about  your  temptation* 
I  want  to  see  what  kind  of  stuff  you  are 
made  of,  and  I  give  you  fair  warning* 
Now  go  and  read  your  breviary,  or 
whatever  it  is  that  you  sham  monks 
read,  while  I  have  tea  and  then  rest  be- 
fore I  dress*"  The  natures  of  the  two 
men  are  differently  affected  by  their  en- 
vironment* In  the  last  chapter  the 
author  puts  into  the  mouth  of  Maurice : 
"  I  suppose  that  there  are  only  two  things 
possible  for  a  thinking  man*  One  must 
go  over  to  Rome  and  rest  on  authority, 
or  choose  to  use  his  reason,  and  be  an 
agnostic*"  But  he  comes  out  free  from 
qualms  of  any  sort,  and  we  leave  him 
engaged  to  the  girl  of  his  heart :  u  He 
tried  to  answer,  but  the  words  stuck  in 
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his  throat*  He  sprang  forward  and 
gathered  her  into  his  arms*  It  is  an  act 
which  even  deacons  may  know  by 
nature/' 

It  is  not  often  that  a  character  in  a 
book  sticks  in  the  reader's  mind  so  te- 
naciously as  does  Adam  M'Adam,  that 
strange*  uncanny  and  disagreeable  little 
shepherd*  in  Alfred  Ollivant's  *"Bob*  Son 
of  Battle/'  from  Doubleday  &  McClure* 
While  he  is  not  the  principal  figure  in 
the  story*  still  his  personality  is  so  strong 
that  it  completely  overshadows  the  other 
characters*  You  despise  him*  hate  him 
and  then  he  turns  to  you  another  side 
and  what  you  see  calls  for  your  pity* 
which  he  immediately  destroys  by  a 
speech  of  mocking  deception*  The  story 
is  based  on  the  contest  of  two  dogs  for 
the  Champion  Challenge  Dale  Cup*  or 
rather  the  contest  of  the  masters*  The 
big  hearted  and  honest  James  Moore  of 
Kenmuir,  and  his  big  hearted  sheep  dog 
Bob.  fought  for  the  shepherd's  trophy* 
against  poor*  mean  little  M'Adam  and 
his  big.  ugly  Red  Wulf*  M'Adam  drove 
his  son  from  his  home  by  his  cruelty  and 
lack  of  sympathy*  The  son*  David, 
finds  refuge  with  Moore  and  the  fued 
increases*  Hated  and  despised  by  all 
men.  M'Adam  gives  his  whole  fund  of 
love  and  sympathy  to  the  dog  who  is 
really  a  great  sheep  dog — second  only,  of 
course*  to  Bob*  Son  of  Battle*    The  old 

*  Bob,  Son  of  Battle,  by  Alfred  Ollivant.  J2mo,  $J.25. 
Sent  postpaid  to  any  address  for  approval.  Doubleday  & 
McClure  Co.,   J4J-J55  East  25th  Street,  New  York. 
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man  became  more  contemptible  as  he 
became  more  pitiful*  He  says :  u  A  man's 
mither,  a  man's  wife,  a  man's  dog,  they 
are  the  only  bein's  as  ha  lived  on  God's 
earth  that  ever  tried  to  bear  wi'  me*  Gin 
things  had  been  differ',  aiblins  I'd  ha' 
been  differ/  D'  ye  ken  Robbie  Burns? 
That's  a  man  I've  read  and  read  and 
read*  D'  ye  ken  why  I  love  him  as  some 
of  you  do  yer  Bibles?  A  weak  man 
hissel',  aye  slippin',  slippin'  and  tryin'  to 
haud  up ;  sorrowin'  ae  minute,  sinnin' 
the  next ;  doin'  ill  deeds  and  wishin'  em 
undone — just  a  plain  human  man,  a 
sinner*  And  that's  why  I'm  thinkin' 
he's  tender  for  us  as  is  like  him*"  But 
when  he  has  touched  the  heart  with  such 
speeches,  he  says :  u  I  believe  ye  thoct  me 
in  earnest,  'deed  I  do !  Ye  swallered  it 
all  down  like  best  butter*  Dear,  dear  to 
think  o'  that,  Mr*  Hornbut,  I  was  play- 
ingwi'  ye*" 

This  book  is  certainly  one  of  the 
strongest  novels  of  the  fall*  Adam 
M'Adam  is  the  strongest  character  seen 
in  American  literature  for  a  long 
time*  You  hate  him,  pity  him  and 
hate  him  again,  but  you  can  never 
forget  him* 

*"  Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow," 
by  the  author  of  the  first  ones,  retains 
the  same  gentleness  and  brilliancy  that 
made  Jerome  K*  Jerome  famous  on  both 
sides   of  the  water,  because  of  his  u  Idle 

*Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow,  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome, 
$1 .25,  Dodd,  Mead  &  Company,  New  York. 
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Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow/'  They  are 
the  same  fireplace  -  after-tea  -  with-a-pipe 
essays  upon  all  sorts  and  conditions  of 
minor  things*  As  a  purveyor  of  open- 
grate  philosophy  Jerome  has  no  equal 
this  side  of  Ik  Marvel*  A  glance  at  some 
of  the  chapter  headings  will  give  a  gleam 
upon  the  style  of  the  book :  "  The  Art  of 
Making  up  One's  Mind/' u  The  Care  and 
Management  of  Women/'  "The  Minding 
of  Other  People's  Business,"  u  The  Inad* 
visability  of  Following  Advice/'  and  so 
on  for  a  dozen  essays*  One  of  the  choice 
tit-bits  I  found  was  in  an  essay  about 
things  we  meant  to  do :  "  Your  fireworks 
won't  go  off  while  the  crowd  is  around* 
Our  brilliant  repartees  do  not  occur  to  us 
till  the  door  is  closed  upon  us  and  we  are 
alone  in  the  street*  Our  after  dinner 
oratory  that  sounded  so  telling  as  we 
delivered  it  before  the  looking-glass*  falls 
strangely  flat  amidst  the  clinking  glasses* 
The  passionate  torrent  of  words  we 
meant  to  pour  into  her  ear  becomes  a 
halting  rigmarole  at  which — small  blame 
to  her — she  only  laughs*" 


t  ptr$t man 

The  Wesleyan  Lit  abounds  in  sonnets 
this  number,  all  so  good  that  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  choose  among  them ;  but  here  is 
the  last  of  a  group  of  four,  all  by  the 
same  author:  — 

CONDOLENCE  TO  ROBERT  BURNS  AT 

THE  PUBLICTAION  OF  HIS  LIFE 

BY  W.  E.  HENLEY. 

Rob  Burns,  you  rogue,  you  were  no  proper  man 
To  e'er  forgather  wi'  a  bonnie  lass, 
And  much  too  oft,  you  ken,  the  friendly  glass 

O'  foam  in'  nappie  down  your  gullet  ran. 

You  rantin',  drouthy  bardie,  never  can 
You  for  a  tempted,  strugglin'  body  pass, 
For  Willie  Henley  says  that  you,  alas  I 

Were  just  the  biggest  deil  in  a'  the  Ian'. 

But  Robbie,  man,  don'  take  it  sair  to  heart, 

There  are  wha  ne'er  will  o'  your  hardship  think 
As  Mowgli,  cantie  fou  o'  guid  Scotch  drink, 

Wha  gladly  will  o'erlook  your  sinfu'  part. 
An  Willie,  he  just  wrote  it  for  the  pelf, 
Or  aiblins,  he's  no  unco'  guid  himself. 

—  Ferris  Greenslet 

t£T*  1£T*  t£T* 

The  University  of  California  sends  us 
the  following  poetic  bit :  — 

COMPENSATION. 

All  the  roses  in  the  garden 
Nodded  gaily  to  the  sun. 
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Bending  back  their  curling  petals, 
Saving  only  one. 

Saving  one  that,  rudely  broken 
From  the  bush,  with  head  hung  low, 
Earthward  bent  beneath  the  sunshine, 
Drooping,  dying  slow, 

Came  a  poet,  idly  musing, 
Past  the  rosebush,  tall  and  fair, 
And  his  eyes  cast  downward,  dreaming, 
Spied  the  rosebush  there* 

Straight  he  smiled  in  tender  pity, 
Smiling  still,  he  pondered  long* 
Swift  his  thought  grew  into  music, 
Music  into  song* 

And  the  rosebud  fading,  fading, 
'Neath  the  hot  and  glaring  sun, 
Never  guessed,  of  all  the  rosebuds, 
She  remembrance  won* 
—  Edith  Forbes  cBrocwninff.  The  Occident 
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